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IN Will! II nil l\NI 11>K III I\\ I l.N KIM. VIVklR \ND KIKG 
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Ihi I nil 4nni visit*. tin ( unit 

1 1 was somp week's alter the date ol the non!** I ist irtoidcd. 
rlu slot in tint hung mei the destinies of Km r ! dw ml w is dis¬ 
port dim the horn, though the si ilteied i^uds still n uk< nod the 
hmi/ou llu I ill ot 4\ aiwiok 1ml deli ilul tin I.iim lslti ins on the 
fiontm,* and tin ir leader had penshed on tin ‘•i illold, butl'd- 
w ud s uii n hty sword had not shone in the b it tic. < h until by an 
altiaition ul inoie pointful than slaughtei, hi had lmgeiid at 
MiddleInin, whili Waiwiik led hisanny to toil., and when the 
1 ul niiud at th it capital ol Ldwaid’s anu slial dudiy, he lound 
th d tin ahh and .Kim Histin r s — hating hi aid, run before he 
nuhed the Duke ot Dlomeslus tamp, ol Idwmis apparent 
( s i/iiu hi tin 1 ul amjjthemarch to Vhddkham — hid deemed it 
In s*t to h ill at \oik and to summon in all haste a council of surh 
ol tin liiii 0 hls and 15 nun?, whom cilhei loic to the King or envy 

* < Dill (ill >Z 
l/1 / it/ < j I c H nous II 



to Warwick iould collect. The report was general that Edward 
was detained aaflnst his will at Middleham, and this runffuir 
Hastings gravely demanded Warwick, mi the arrfcal of the latter 
at York, to disprove. The Earl, to clear lifinselMrom a suspicion 
that impeded ^dl his military movements, di«palehru Lord Montagu 
to Middlphatn, who returned not only with the King, hut the 
Countess and her daughters, whom Edward, under preMice of 
proving the complete amity that existed between ^War^ick and 
himself, carried in his train. The King's appearance at York re¬ 
conciled all differences. But he suffered Waiwirk to march alone 
against lhc enemy, and not till after the deeishe victory, which 
left-his reign for awhile without an open foe, did he return to 
London. 

Thithtfr the Earl, by the advice of his friends, also repaired, 
and in a Council of Peers, summoned for the purpose, deigned to 
refute the rumours still commonly circulated*.>y his foes, and not 
disbelieved by the vulgar, whether of his connivance at the popular 
rising,-or his forcible detention of the King at Middleham. To this, 
agreeably to the counsel of the Archbishop, succeeded a solemn 
interview of the heads of the Houses of York and Warwick, in 
which the once fair Rose of Rally (the King’s mother) acted as me¬ 
diator and arbiter. The Earl’s word to the Commons at Oluey was 
ratified. Edward consented to the temporary retirement of the 
Woodvilles, though the gallant Anthony yet delayed his "pilgrimage 
to Compostella. The vanity of Clarence was contented by the Go¬ 
vernment of Ireland , but, under various pretences, Edward de¬ 
ferred bis brother’s departure to that important post. A general 
amnesty was proclaimed, a parliament summoned, for the re¬ 
dress of popular grievances, and the betrothal of the King’s d mgh- 
ter to Moulagu’s heir was proclaimed: the latter received the title 
of Duke of Red ford; and the whole land rejoiced in the recovered 
peace of the realm, the retirement of the Woodvilles and the re¬ 
conciliation of the young King with his all-beloved subject. Nev or 
had the power of the Ncvilcs seemed so set'lire — never did tkc 
throne of Edward appear sociable. 

It was at this tjpic that the King prevailed upon the Earl and 
his Countess to permit the Lady Anne to accompany the Duchess 



(i fj inure in i usil to the Pilice of the lower v ihc Queen had 
suliiiiitt is ..r^i iousIj to the Imimliitton oi her tu'nily, lhatnen 
trie lniiphlv \\ irwnk v »s touthed ami softened iud the 'ilsit of 
1 is (liUrditd u such i time bit uue i honnge toLli7ibelh, which 
it suite d Ins « hn ilrj t ) r< licit i I lie public s i\v in llrs >isit, which 
m is ni^l with .,1 list Hi ind i«reinonj , the probability ol a new 
■Hid i j |iiij ir till mt t I hi in hbishop had suffi red the rumour 
if (ii u * st< r* itii hinint to the I uly Anne to„it ibioid ind 
tin t iiii^ 1*1111 i turn from tin North was himousIj t\pi elcd by 
tjn r ssij s Mhi In 

i « is u tins i ini tlntVV liwick showed his p i ltitudr for 

m it in iticil < % \ ilt s lit ti ii My deir ind ,, ill mt kiusii) in,' 

lir s h I I I r P in t th it wliui thou didst k i\c the hin„ ind 111 

( url ( i tin lis ti ditr d Minister and his O loomy Ilall I forget 

n t tint th u didst lo'r sonic fur niuden, which had 

ii t j r sj ltd i t i In n to thy mints At k isl it shill not be from 
h k thuds m ol th „ Id spur, whii li a lows the wine i to ride 
In tin sul A kiiip 11 k u ir tint thou emst not (house thj bride 
is th hi lit bids the t I pi ij tin c swiet cousin to ittend my child 
Ann t i tin ( omt wlurt thchin 0 will show tine no ungneious 
i iintdiuiK but it is just to ic( ompi use thee for the loss of thy 
post m his lli 0 hn( ss s t h iniber I hold the kiu„ s commission to 
nnkt kniplits (t such is cm piy the ice, ind thy l inds shill suffice 
I i tin li n iut\ knul down and use up, ^Su Mmmduke kevilc, 
1 i< 1 oi th m mm of Itoriodaile with its woodlands ind its firms, 
ai d m i> (io i ind out I id j render thee puissaut m b ltlle and pros- 

pt I US 111 lott ’ 

\( r oidm n lj in his new rink iud entitled to ruffie it with the 
bi nest Su M uinaduke Ncnlt u coni pained the L irl ind the I ady 
Viun l the P dice of the lower 

Vs Y\ n wuk li mnglus daughter imidst the hiillnut circle 
tint siiiioumhdl li/ibeth tinned to address thcInn D , he said, 
with simple ind affecting nobleness — 

Vh, mj I ic„c, if ^ou needed i hjostige of mj faith think 
th it mj he irt is lien , for\euly its best blood were less (leu to me 
th in tint slight gul — the likeness of her uiotun, when her lips 
hist felt the touch oi mine’ ’ 



Edward’s bojtf brow fell, and he IduslTcd as lie answered, 
“My Elizabeth trill hold her as a sister, But, cousin, part^ou 
'Qot now for the North?” 

“By your leave, I go first to Warwick.' 

“Ah! yo?f do not wish to approve of my seeming preparations 
against f*ranc3?" 

“Nay, your Highness is not in earnest. I promised the Com¬ 
mons that you would need no supplies for so lliiifllcr- a*'w>ir.” 

“Thou knowcsl I mean to fulfil all thy pledges. Hut the, coun¬ 
try so.swarms with disbanded soldiers, that it is politic to hold 
out to them a hope of service, aud so let tin- clouds gradually ^>ass 
away.” 

“Alack, my Liege!” said Warwick, grarely, "I suppose 
that a crown teaches the brow to scheme; hut hearty peace or 
open war seems ever the best to me.” 

Edward smiled, and turned aside. Warwirk glanced at his 
daughter, whom Elizabeth flatteringly caressed, stifled n sigh, 
and the air seemed lighter to the insects of the Court as his proud 
crest bowed beneath the doorway, and, with the pomp of liis long 
retinuo, he vanished from the scene. 

“And choose, fair Anne,” said the. Queen, choose from my 
ladies, whom you will have for your special train. We would not 
that your attendance should be less than royal.” 

The gentle Anne vain sought to excuse herself from an 
honour at once arrogant and invidious, though loo innocent to 
perceive the cunning so characteristic of the Queen; for under the 
guise of a special compliment, Anne had received the royal request 
to have her female attendants chosen from the Court, and Elizabeth 
now desired to force upon her a selection which could not fail to 
mortify those not preferred. But glanciug timidly round the circle, 
the noble damsel's eye rested on one fair face, aud in that face 
there was so much that awoke her own interest, aud stirred up a 
fond and sad remembrance, that she passed involuntarily to the, 
stranger’s side, and artlessly took her hand. The high-born maYd- 
ens, grouped around, glanced at each*other with a succr, and 
slunk back. Ef«n the Queen looked surprised, but recovering 
herself, inclined her head graciously, aud said, “Do we read 



your meaning aright, Lady Anne, and would yoiJ this gentle¬ 
woman, Mistress Sy hi 11 Warner, as one of you.* chamber?” 

“Sybill, ato, I knew that my memory failed <mc not,” mur¬ 
mured Anne; and, after bowing assent to the Queen, she said^ 
“Do you not also recall, fair demoiselle; our meeting, when 
children, long years ago?” 

“Well, noble Dame,”* answered Sybill. And as Anne 
turned ,^vriih her air of modest gentleness, yet of lofty birth and 
breeding, to explain to the Queen that she had met Sybil! in earlier 
years, the King approached to monopolize his guest's voice and 
tar. It seemed natural to all present that Edward should devotp 
peculiar attention to the, daughter of Warwick and the sister of the 
Duchess of r.larencc; and even Elizabeth suspected no guiltier 
gallantry in the subdued voice, the caressing manner, her hand¬ 
some Lord adopted throughout that day, even to the dose of the 
rightly revel, — ti7#«rds a demoiselle loo high (it might well ap¬ 
pear") for licentious homage. 

But Anne herself, though too guileless to suspect the nature of 
Edward’s courtesy, yet shrunk from it in vague terror. All liis 
beauty, .ill his fascination, could not root from her tnitid the re¬ 
membrance of the exiled Prince — nay, the brilliancy of his 
cpmlilies made her the more averse from him. It darkened the 
prospects of Edward of Lancaster that Edward of York should 
wear so gracious and so popular a form. She hailed with delight 
the hour when she was conducted to her chamber, and dismissing 
gently the pompous retinue allotted to her, found herself alone 
with the young maiden whom she had elected to her special 
sen ice. 

“And you remember me, loo, fair Sybill?” said Anne, with 
her dulcet and endearing voice. 

“Truly, who would not? for as you, then, noble lady, glided 
apart from the other children, hand in hand with the young Prince, 
in whom all dreamed to see their future King — I heard the uni¬ 
versal murmur of — a false prophecy! ” 

“Ah! and of what asked Annq. 

* The title of Dame was at that time applied indiscriminately to 
ladies, whether married or single, If of high birth." 



“Thai in-the hand the Prince clasped,'with his small rosy 
fingers — the hard of great Warwick’s daughter — lay the lest 
defence of his father's throne.” 

Anne’s breast heaved, and her small foot began to mark strange 
characters on the floor. 

“So,” snh said, musingly, “so, even here, amidst a new 
Court, you forget not Prince Edward of Lancaster. Oh, \u-shall 
find hours to talk of the past days. Hut how, if^uipc-hildhood 
was spent in Margaret’s court, does your youth find a welcome in 
Elizabeth’s?” 

“Avarice and power had need of my father's science. He is a 
scholar of good birth, but fallen fortunes — even now, and ever 
while night lasts, he is at work. I belonged to the train of her 
Grace of Bedford, but when the Duchess quilted the Court, and 
the King retained my father in his own royal service, her Highness 
the Queen was pleased to receive me among'oer maidens. Happy 
that my father’s home is mine — who else could lend him! ” 

“Thou art his only child? — He must love thee death ?” 

“Yet not as I love him — he lives in a life apart from ail else, 
that live. But, after all, peradventure it is sweeter to love than to 
be loved.” 

Anne, whose nature was singularly tender and womanlike, was 
greatly affected by this answer; she drew nearer to Sybil!; she 
twined her arm round her slight form, and kissed her forehead. 

“Shall I love thee,'Sybill?" she said, with a girl’s candid 
simplicity, “ and wilt thou love me?” 

“Ah, Lady! there are so many to love thee; father, mother, 
sister—all the world; — thg very sun shines more kindly upon the 
great! ” 

“Nay! ” said Anne, with that jealousy of a claim to suffering, 
to which the gentler natures are prone, “ I may have sorrows from 
•which thou art free. I confess to thee, Sybill, that something, 
I know not how to explain, draws me strangely towards thy sweet 
face. Marriage has lost me my only sister — for since Isabel is 
wed, she is changed to me — would thatlier place were supplied 
by thee! Shall I s28al thee from the Queen, when I depart? Ah! 



my mother — at leas’ thou wilt love her! for, verily, \o breathe the 
same air is to love my mother. Kiss me, Sybill:” 

Kindness, Sf late, had been strange to Sybil!, especially from 
her own sex, one of ttcr own age; it came like morning upon the 
folded blossom. She threw her arms round the n<yv friend that 
seemed sent to her from heaven; she kissed Anne’s face ajid hands 
with gfateful tears. 

“Ah!sjjc said, at last, when she could command a voice 
still broken with emotion — “if I could ever serve — ever repay 
thee — though those gracious words were the last thy lips should 
■%ver deign to address to me!” 

“Anne was delighted; she had never yet found one to protect; 
she had newer yet found one in whom thoroughly to confide. 
Gentle as her mother was, the distinction between child and parent 
w as, even in the fond family she belonged to, so great in that day, 
that she could ncvfc'fhavc betrayed to the Countess the wild weak¬ 
ness of her young heart. 

The wish to communicate — to reveal — is so natural to extreme 
youth , and in Anne that disposition w r as so increased by a nature 
at once' open and inclined to lean on others, that she had, as wc 
have seen, sought a confidant in Isabel; but with her, even at the 
first, she found but the half contemptuous pity of a strong and 
hard mind; and lately, since Edward’s visit to Aliddleham, the 
Duchess of Clarence had been so wrapt in her own imperious 
egotism and discontented ambition, thattlhe timid Anne had not 
even dared to touch, with her, upon those secrets which it (lushed 
her own bashful check to recall. And this visit to the Court ■— this 
new, unfamiliar scene — this estrangement from all the old 
accustomed affections, had produced in her that sense of loneli¬ 
ness w liich is so irksome, til! grave experience of real life accustoms 
us to the common lot. So wilh the exaggerated and somewhat 
morbid sensibility that belonged toiler, she turned at once, and 
by impulse, to this sudden, yet graceful friendship'. Here was 
one of her own age, fine who had known sorrow, one whose voice 
and eyes charmed her, ,onc who wouH not rhide even folly, one, 
above all, who had seen her beloved Prince, one associated with 
her fondest memories, one who might have a thousand tales to tell 



of the day when the outlaw-Bo£ wa*s a Monarch’s Heir. In the 
chitdishness of her soft years, site almost wept at another channel 
for so much natural tenderness. It was half the Woman gaining a 
Woman-fricud — half the Child clinging tu.a new playmate. 

“Ah, Svbill!” she whispered, “ do not leave me to-night 
this strange ^iare daunts me, and the figures on the arras seem so 
tall and Spectre-like — and they say, the old Tower is haus/cd. — 
Stay, dear Syhill! ” 

Aud Sjhill stayed. 


II. 


Tilt* sh:r|>iji£ innocence — the wakelid crime. 


While these rh a ruling girls thus innocently conferred; while, 
Anne’s sweet voice running on in her artless fancies, they helped 
each other to undress: while hand in hand knelt in prayer by 
the crucifix in to dim recess; while timidly they extinguished the 
light, and stole to rest; while, conversing in whispers, growing 
gradually more faint and low, they sank into guileless sleep; --- 
the unholy King paced his solitary chamber, parched with the fever 
of the sudden and frantic passion, that swept away from a heart, 
in which every impulse was a giant, all the memories of Honour, 
Gratitude, and Law. 

The mechanism of this strong man’s nature was that almost 
unknown to the modcri) time; it belonged to (hose earlier days 
which furnish to Greece the terrible legends Ovid has clothed in 
gloomy fire, which a similar civilization produced no less in the 
Middle Ages, whether of Italy or the North — that period when 
Crime took a grandeur from its excess — when Power was so great 
and absolute, that its girth burst the ligaments of Conscience — 
when a Despot was but the incarnation of wilt, — when Honour 
was indeed a Religion, but its faith was Valour, and it wrote its 
Decalogue with the point of a fearless sw ord. 

The youth of Edward the Fourth was as the youth of an ancieyt 
Titan — of an Italian Borgia; through its veins the hasty blood 
rolled as a devouring flame. This impetuous and fiery tempera¬ 
ment was rendered'yet more fearful by the indulgence of every in- 



temperance ; it fed on wine and lus't: its very virtues sfrengthenedt 
its vj^es — its courage stilled every whisper of prudence — its in¬ 
tellect uninured If* all discipline, taught it to disdain every obstacle 
to its desires. Edward «ould, indeed, as we have seen, be false 
and crafty — a temporizer a dissimulator — but it wa%only as the 
tiger creeps , the. better to spring, undetected, on if*- prey. I f 
detecloiV, the cunning ceased, the daring rose, and the'mighty 
savage had fronted ten thousand foes, secure in its fangs and ta¬ 
lons, jts *bold *hcnrt, and its deadly spring. Hence, with a?! 
Edward’s abilities, the astonishing levities and indiscretions of 
hi* younger years. It seemed almost, as we have seen him play 
fast ;ftid loose with the might of Warwick, and with that power, 
whether ol liarons or of IVopIc. which any other prince of hah' 
his talents would have trembled to arouse against an unroot-*;], 
throne;*- - it seemed almost as if he loved to provoke a danger, 
for the pleasure it g..' - (l tlie brain to bailie, or the band to crush it. 
Hi- whole nature coveting excitement, nothing was left to the 
beautiful, the luxurious Edward, already wearied with pomp and 
pleasure, but what was unholy and forbidden. In his Court were; 
a hundred ladies, perhaps not less fair than Anne, at least of a 
beauty more eommandiug the common homage, hut these lie had 
only to smile on. with case to win. >oawful danger, no inexpiable 
guilt, attended those vulgar frailties , and tlieieforc they ceased (».. 
tempt, lint here, the virgin guest, the daughter of his mightiest 
subject, the beloved treasure of the man wjiose band bad built a 
throne, whose word had dispersed an army, - here, the more 
the reason warned, the conscience started, the mote the hell- 
born passion was aroused! 

Like men of bis peculiar constitution . Edward was wholly in¬ 
capable of pure and steady love, ilis affection for his Queen lb*; 
most resembled that diviner affection; but when analyzed , it was 
composed* of feelings widely distinct. From a sudden passion, 
not otherwise to be gratified, lie had made the rashes! sacrifices 
•for an unequal marriage*. Ilis vanity, and something of original 
magnanimity, despite his vices, urge^ him to protect what he 
himself had raised, - to secure the honour of the subject who was 
honoured by the King. In common with most rude and powerful 



natures, ht was strongly alive to the affections of a father, and 
the faces of his children helped to maintain the influence <rf the 
mother, ltut in ail this, we need scarcely say, ?hal that true love, 

, which is .it once a passion and a devotion * existed not. Love with 
him eared mot for the person loved, but solely for its own gratifi¬ 
cation* it was desire for possession — nothing more. But that 
desire was the will of a King who never knew fear or <ciujne; and, 
pampered by eternal indulgenee , it was to the feeble hosts of com¬ 
mon men what the storm is to the west wind. Yet .still, as in the 
solitude of night he paced his chamber, the shadow of the great 
crime advancing upon his soul appalled even that dauntless con¬ 
science. lie gasped for breath his eheek Hushed crimson', and 
the next moment grew deadly pale. He heard the loud heating of 
his heart, lie stopped still, lie flung himself on a seal, and hid 
his face with his hands, then starting up, he exclaimed — “No — 
no’ 1 cannot shut, out that sweet face, th#se blue eyes , from my 
gaze. They haunt me to my destruction and her own. Yet why 
say destruction? If she love me, who shall know the deed ; if she 
love me not, will she dare to reveal her shame? Shame! — nay, 
a King’s embrace never dishonours. A King's bastard is a house’s 
pride. All is still — Hie very moon vanishes from heaven. The 
noiseless rushes in the gallery give no echo to the. footstep. Fie on 
me! Can a Plautageuet know fear?" lie allowed himself no fur¬ 
ther time to pause; he opened the door gently, and stole along the 
gallery, lie knew wejl the chamber, for it was appointed by his 
command : and , besides the usual door from the corridor, a small 
closet conducted to a secret panel behind the arras. It was the 
apartment occupied, in her visits to the court, by the Queen's 
rival, the Lady Elizabeth Lucv. lie passed into the closet — he 
lifted the arras — he stood in that chamber which gratitude, and 
chivalry, and hospitable faith, should have made sacred as a 
shrine. Ami suddenly, as he entered, the moon, before hid 
beneath a melancholy cloud, broke forth in awful splendour, and 
her light rushed through the easement Opposite his eye, and 1 
bathed the room with the hfams of a ghostlier day. 

The abruptness of the solemn and mournful glory scared him 
as the rebuking face of a living thing; a presence as not of earth 



scorned to interpose between the victim and the guilf. It was, 
howcxwr, but fora moment that his step halted. He advanced: 
he drew aside the Colds of the curtain heavy with tissue of gold, 
and the sleeping face of /time lay hushed before him. It looked 
pale in the moonlight, but inelTably serene, and the s^tiilc on its 
lips seemed still sweeter than that which it wore awake. So fixed 
was his £a*e — so ardently did his whole heart and being feed 
through his eyes upon that exquisite picture of innocence and 
youth, that he did not see for some moments that the sleeper was 
not alone. Suddenly an exclamation rose to his lips — he clenched 
hi* hand in jealous agony — he approached — lie bent over — he 
heard *the regular breathing which the dreams of guilt never know ; 
and then, when he saw that pure and interlaced embrace-■ the 
serene yet somewhat melancholy face of Sybill, which seemed 
hueless as marble in the moonlight — bending partially over that 
of Anne, as if, even i;..»sleep, watchful,— both charming forms 
so linked and woven that the two seemed as one life, the very 
breath in each rising and ebbing with the other, the dark ringlets 
of Syhill mingling w ith the auburn gold of Anne's luxuriant hair, 
and the darkness and the gold, tress within tress, falling impar¬ 
tially oxer either neck, that gleamed like ivory beneath that com¬ 
mon veil,— when he saw this twofold loveliness, the sentiment — 
the eonvirtion of that mysterious defence which exists in Purity - 
thrilled like ice through his burning veins. In all his might of 
monarch and of man, lie felt the awe of thaVunlookcd-for protec¬ 
tion — maidenhood sheltering maidenhood - • innocence guarding 
innocence. The double xirtue appalled and hafllcd him; and that 
"light arm which encircled the neck he would have perilled his 
realm to clasp, shielded his victim more effectually than the buck¬ 
lers of all the warriors that ever gathered round the banner of the 
lofty Warwick. Night and the occasion befriended him; hut in 
vain. "While Sybil! was there, Anne was saved. He ground his 
teeth, and muttered to himself. At that moment Anne turned 
listlessly. This moxciAcnt disturbed the light sleep of her com¬ 
panion. She spoke half ^audibly, but Jhe sound xvas as the hoot 
of shame in the ear of the guilty King. He let fall the curtain, and 
xvas gone. And if one who lived afterwards to hear, and to credit, 



tbc murdci'ous doom which, unless History Sics, closed the male 
line of Edward, had beheld the Kin" stealing, felon-like t front 
the chamber, his step reeling to and fro the {.allery floors — his 
face distorted by stormy passion — Lis lips white and mur¬ 
muring ^his beauty and his glory dimmed and humbled— the 
spectator n ight have, half believed that while Edward gazed upon 
those harmless sleepers, v v ision os rus: tk.ic.kdt to juir had 
stricken down his thought. of guilt, and tilled up \|s place with 
horror, — a Vision of a sleep as pure —■ of two lormswrapt in an 
embrace as fond — of intruders meditating a crime scarce fouler 
than his own; and the sins of the Father starting into grim <v>r~ 
ponuil shapes , to become the deafhsmrn of the Sons! 


III. 


IVi-tt itangers to the house of Vnrlv — and tlieJL'uu’s hear! allies itself 
wiiti rebellion against (lie kirurV (tirom*. 


On! beautiful is the love of youth to youth, and touching the 
tenderness of womanhood to woman; and fair in the eyes of the 
happy sun is the waking of holy sleep, and the. virgin kiss upon 
virgin lips smiling and murmuring the sweet “ flood morrow! ” 

Anne was the first to wake; and as the bright winter morn, 
robust with frosty sunbeams, shone rheeiily upon St bill's face, 
she was struck with a beauty 'he had not sullicieutly observed the 
day before; for in (U« sleep of the young the traces of thought and 
care vanish, the aching heart is lulled in the body’s rest, the hard 
lines relax into flexile ease, a softer, warmer bloom steals over the 
cheek, and, lelieved from the stilt restraints of dress, the rounded 
limbs repose in a more alluring grace! Youth seems younger in 
its slumber, and beauty more beautiful, and purity more pure. 
Long and dark, the fringe of the eyelash rested upon the white 
lids, and the freshness of the parting pouted lips invited the sister 
kiss that wakened up the sleeper. 

“Ah! Lady," said Sybil), parting hrr tresses from her (Jark 
blue eyes ? “ you arc here„— you are safe! ~ blessed he. the saints 
and Our Lady — for I had a dream iu the night that startled and 
appalled me.” 
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“Ami my dreams were all blithe and golden,” said Anne. 
“ WhWt was thine? ” 

“Methonght y&u were asleep and in this chamber, and I not 
by your side, but watering you, at a little distance; and, lo! 
a horrible serpent glided from yon recess, and, craw'Aig to your 
pillow, I heard its hiss, and strove to come to your aid, .but in 
vain; a £pell seemed to chain my limbs. At last I found voice 
— I cried.albu- I woke; and, mock me not, but I surely 
beard a parting footstep, and the low grating of some sliding 
door.” 

•’“11 was the dream’s influence, enduring beyond lh.o dream. 

1 have often felt it so---nay , even last night; for I, too, dreamt 
of another, dreamt that 1 stood by the altar with one far away, and 
when I woke — for I woke also — it was long before 1 could 
beliete it was thy band l held, and thine arm that embraced me.” 

The young friends ‘tose, and their toilet was scarce ended, 
when again appeared in the chnmhcr all the stateliness of retinue 
allotted to the Lady Anne. Sybil! turned to depart. ‘‘And whither 
go you? ” asked Anne. 

“To visit my father; it is my first task on rising,” returned 
Jiybill, in a whisper. 

“You must let me visit him, too, at a later hour. Find me 
here an hour before noon, Sybill.” 

The early morning was passed by Anne in the Queen’s com¬ 
pany. The refection, the embroidery framfr; the closheys, filled 
up the hours. The Duchess of Clarence had left the palace with 
her lord to visit the King’s mother at Baynard’s Castle; and Anne’s 
timid spirits were saddened by the strangeness of the faces round 
her, and Elizabeth’s habitual silence. There was something in 
the weak and ill-fated Queen that ever failed to conciliate friends. 
Though perpetually striving lo form and create a party, a faction, 
she never succeeded in gaining confidence or respect. And no 
^one raised so high was ever left so friendless'as Elizabeth, when, 
in her awful widowhood, her dowry home became the sanctuary. 
All her power was but«the shadow oPhcr husband’s'royal sun, 
and vanished when the orb prematurely set; yet she,had all gifts 
of person in her favour, and a sleek smoothness of manner that 
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seemed to the superficial, formed -to win; hut the voice was 
artificial, aud the eye cold and stealthy. About her lormal 
precision there was an eternal consciousness oV self — a breath¬ 
ing egotism. Her laugh was displeasing - cynical, not mirth¬ 
ful; she V ad none of that forgetfulness of self, that, warmth 
when gay, that earnestness when sad , which create ^vmpathy. 
Iler beauty was without loveliness - her character without charm ; 
every proportion in her form might allure the •>en- lalisl • but there 
stoppiul the fascination. The mind was trivial. though cunning 
and dissimulating; and the very evenness of her temper seemed 
but the clockwork of a heart insensible to its own movements. 
Vain in prosperity, what wonder that, she was so abject in mis¬ 
fortune? What wonder that even while, in later and gloomier 
years,* accusing Richard III. of the murder of her royal sons, 
and knowing him. at least, the executioner of her brother, and 
her child hv the bridegroom of her youth,* ' site consented to send 
her daughters to his custody, though subjected to the stain of 
illegitimacy, and herself only recognised as the harlot? 

The King, meanwhile, had ridden out betimes alone, and no 
other of the male sex presumed in his absence to invade the female 
circle. It was with all a girl’s fresh delight, that Anne escaped at 
last to her own chamber, where she found Svbill, and, with her 
guidance, she threaded the gloomy mazes of the Tower. “Let 
me see,” she whispered, “before we xisit your father — let me 
see the turret in which the unhappy Henry is confined.” 

And Syhill led her through the arch of the now called liloody 
Tower, and showed her the narrow casement deep sunk in the 
mighty wall, without which hung the starling in the cage, bask¬ 
ing its plumes in the wintry sun. Anne gazed with that deep 
interest and tender reverence which the parent of the man she 
loves ever excites in a woman; aud while thus standing sorrowful 

* Grafton, S06. 

** Anthony Lord Itivers, and Lord Richacl Gray. Not (he least in¬ 
stance of the frivolity of Elizabeth's mind, is to be found in her willitiv;— 
ness, after all the woes of her second widowhood, and when she was 
not very far short of sixty years old, to take a third husband. James III., 
of Scotland — a marriage prevented only by the death of the Scotch 
King. 
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and silent, the, easement was unbarred, and she saw the miltl 
face of*hc human captive; — he seemed to talk to the bird, which, 
sn shrill tones and*with clapping wings, answered his address. 
At that time a horn souiide*! at a little distance off; a clangour of 
arms, as the. sentries saluted, was heard; the dcmoi^fcllcs re¬ 
treated through the arch, and mounted the stair conducting I fl the 
very rooilf, then unoccupied, in which tradition records the 
murder of th» T^ird Richard’s nephews; and scarcely had they 
gained this retreat , ere towards the Bloody Gate, and before the 
prison tower, rode the King who had mounted the Captive's 
thrifoe. Ilis steed, gaudy with its housings — his splendid 
dress — the knights and squires that started forward from every 
corner to hold his gilded stirrup — his vigorous youth , so bloom¬ 
ing and so radiant .— all contrasted, with oppressive force, the 
care-worn face that watched him meekly through the little case¬ 
ment of the Wakefield Tower. Edward’s large quick blue eye 
caught sudden sight of the once familiar features. He looked up 
steadily , and his gaze encountered the fallen King’s. He changed 
countenance; but with the external chivalry that made the surface 
of liis hollow though brilliant character, he bowed low to his 
saddle-bow as he saw his captive, and removed the plumed cap 
from his high brow. 

Henry smiled sadly, and shook his reverent head, as if gently 
to rebuke the mockery; then he closed the casement, and Edward 
rode into the yard. - • 

“How can the King hold here a dlturt, and here a prison? 
Oh, hard heart!” murmured Anne, as when Edward had disap¬ 
peared , the damsels bent their way to Adam’s chamber. 

“AVould the Earl -Warwick approve thy pity, sweet Lady 
Anne?” asked Sjbill. , 

“My father’s heart is too generous to condemn it,” returned 
Anne, wiping the tears from her eyes; “how often in the night’s 
galliard shall I see that face! ” 

* The turret in which *Wnrncr’s room was placed, Hanked the 
wing inhabited by the rojul family and their more distinguished 
guests, (viz.: the palace, properly speaking, as distinct from 
the fortress,) and communicated with the regal lodge by a long 
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“The Louse of your purveyor, Sir Robert tie Rur'gh, is 
burned — his lands wasted. The rebels are headed by lords and 
knights. Robin of Redesdale, who, mclhinks, hears a charmed 
life, has even ventured to rouse the disaffected in my brother’s 
r very shire of Warwick.” 

“Oh, Henry!” exclaimed the King, casting his eyes towards 
the turlet that held his captive, “ well mightst thou call r .s. crown, 

‘ a wreath of thorns! ’ ” 

’ “I have already,” said the Archbishop, “despatched couriers 
to my brother, to recall him from Warwick, whither he went on 
quitting your Highness. I have done more — prompted by a zr d 
that draws me from the rare of the church to that of the stale, 
I have summoned the Lords St.John, I)e Fulkc, and others, to 
my house of the Jlore; — praying your Highness to deign to meet 
them, and well sure that a smile from your princely lips will regain 
their hearts and confirm their allegiance, at *& moment when new 
perils require all strong arms.” 

“You have done most vviselv ; I will come to your palace — 
appoint your own day.” 

“It will take some days for the barons to arrive fr<Jm their 
castles. I fear not ere the tenth day from this.” 

“Ah!” said the King, with a vivacity that surprised his 
listeners, aware of his usual impetuous energy, “the delay will 
but befriend us; as for Warwick, permit me to alter your arrange¬ 
ments; let him employ the interval, not in London, where he is 
useless, but in raising men in the neighbourhood of his castle, and 
iu defeating the treason of this Redesdale* knave. We will give 
commission to him, and to Clarence, to levy troops; Hastings, 
sec to this forthwith. Ye say Sir Robert Welles leads the Lincoln¬ 
shire varlets; I know the nature of his father, the Lord Welles — 
a fearful and timorous one; 1 will send for him, and the father’s 
head shall answer for the son’s faith. Pardon me, dear cousin, 
that 1 leave you to attend these matters. Prithee visit our Queen, 
meanwhile she holds you our guest.” 

“Nay, your Highness qjust vouchsafe my excuse; I also have 
your royal interests loo much at heart to while an hour in my 
plcasuremeut. I will but see the friends of our house, now in 
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London, and then back lo the More and collect thclforcc of my 
tcnaAs and retainers.” 

“Ever rif?lit; fair speed to you — Cardinal that shall be! 
Your arm , Hastings.” . 

The King and his favourite took their way iu*^ the state 
chamber^. m 

“Abet not Gloucester in this alliance — abet him not!” said 
the King *'s*blc«iuly. 

“Pause, Sir! This alliance gives to Warwick a wise coun¬ 
sellor instead of the restless Duke of Clarence; it must divide that 
vJsl ^heritage, otherwise centered in the Duke and his heirs. 
Reflect what danger may ensue if an ambitious lord, discontented 
with jour reign, obtains the hand of the great Earl’s coheiress, 
and the half of a hundred baronies that command an army larger 
than the Crown’s.” 

Though these reasonings at a calmer time might well have their 
effect on Edward, at that moment they were little heeded by his 
passions. He stamped his foot violently on the floor. “Hastings!” 
be exclaimed, “be silent! or—.” He stopped short — mastered 
his emotion - - “Go, assemble our Privy Council. We have graver 
matters than a boy’s marriage now to think of.” 

It was in vain that Edward sought to absorb the fire of his nature 
in state affairs, in all needful provisions against the impending 
perils, in schemes of war and vengeance. The fatal frenzy that 
had seized him haunted him everywhere* by day and by night. 
For some days after the tmsuspected visit which lie had so crimi¬ 
nally stolen lo his guest’s chamber, something of knightly honour, 
of religious scruple, of common reason — awakened in him the 
more by the dangers which had sprung up, and which the Nexilcs 
were now actively employed in defeating — struggled against his 
guilty desire, and roused his conscience to a less feeble resistance 
than it usually displayed when opposed to passion; but the society 
of Anne, into which he was necessarily thrown so many hours in 
the day, and those fiours chiefly after the indulgences of the 
banquet, was more powerful than alMhc dictates of a virtue so 
seldom exercised as to have none of the strength of habit. And 
as the time drew near, when he must visit the Archbishop, head 

2 * 
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his army against the rebels (whose foree daily increased, despite 
the captivity of Lord Welles and Sir Thomas Dymokc, who >, ou 
the summons of the King, had first taken sanctuary and then 
yielded their persons on the promise of pardon and safety), and 
restore Anr ’ to her mother — as this time drew near, his pertur¬ 
bation of mind became visible to the whole. Court; but with the 
instinct of his native craft, he contrived to conceal its* cause. 
For the first time in his life he had no confidant — he did not dare 
trust his secret to Hastings. His heart gnawed itself. Neither, 
though constantly stealing to Anne's side, could he venture upon 
language that might, startle and enlighten her. He felt that exili 
those attentions, which on the first evening of her arrival had 'necn 
noticed by the courtiers, could not be safely renewed. He was 
grave and constrained, even when by her side, and the etiquette 
of the Court allowed him no opportunity for unwitnessed con¬ 
ference. iu this suppressed and unequal ■'Struggle with himscli 
the time, passed, till it was now hut the day before that fixed for 
his visit to the More. And, as he rose at morning from his 
restless couch, the struggle was oxer, and the soul resolved to 
dare the crime. His lirst thought was to separate Anne from 
Sybil!. He affected to rebuke the Queen for giving to his high-born 
gqest an associate below her dignify, and on whose character, 
poor girl, rested the imputation of witchcraft; and when the 
Queen replied that -Lady Anne herself had so chosen, he hit 
upon the scheme of xirating Warner himself, under pretence of 
inspecting his progress, — affected to he struck by the sickly 
appearance of the sage, and sending for Sybill, told her, xxilh 
an air of gracious consideration, that her first duty was to attend 
her parent, that the Queen released her for some days from all 
Court duties, and that he had gix'en orders to prepare the room 
adjoining Master Warner’s, and held by Friar Bungcy, till that 
worthy had retired with his patroness from the Court, to which she 
would for the present remove. 

Syhill, wondering at this novel mark oi consideration in the 
careless King, yet imputing.it to the. high value set on her father’s 
labours, thanked Edward with simple earnestness, and withdrew. 
Tn the ante-room «h< ~ way to the 
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King. He started in surprise, and with a jealous pang. 
“>\tint Ihou, Sybill! and from the King’s closet! What led 
thee thither’?” 

“Ilis Grace’s command.” And too noble for the pleasure of 
exciting the distrust that delights frivolous minds as*he proof of 
power ^ Sybill added, “The King has been kindfy speaking to me 
of my father's health.” The courtier’s brow cleared — he mused 
a moment * ai*l said, in a whisper, “1 beseech thee to im-el me 
an hour hence at the eastern Rampart.” 

There had been, since the return of Lord Hastings to the palace, 
3n estrangement and distance in his manner, ill suiting one who 
enjoyed the rights of an accepted suitor, and wounding alike to 
Sybill’s affection and her pride; but her confidence in his love and 
truth was entire. Her admiration for him partook of worship, 
and she steadily sought to reason away any causes for alarm by 
recalling the state cares which pressed heavily upon him, and 
whispering to herself that word of “wife,” which, coming in 
passionate music from those beloved lips, had thrown a mist over 
the present, a glory over the future; and in the King’s retention 
of Adam Warner, despite the Duchess of Bedford’s strenuous 
desire to carry him off with Friar Bungey, and restore him to his 
tasks of alchemist and multiplier, as well as in her own promotion 
to the Queen’s service, Sybill could not but recognise the influence 
of her powerful lover. His tones now were tender, though grave 
and earnest. Surely, in the meeting Ve asked, all not com¬ 
prehended would be explained. And so, with a light heart, she 
passed on. 

Hastings sighed as his eye followed licr from the room, and 
thus said he to himself — “Were I the obscure gentleman I once 
was, how sweet a lot would that girl’s love choose to me from the 
urn of Fate! But, oh! when we taste of power and greatness, 
and master the world’s dark wisdom, what doth love shrink to? — 
an hour’s bliss, and a life’s folly.” His delicate lip curled, and 
breaking from his soliloquy, he entered the King’s closet. Edward 
was resting his face upon the palms «f his hands, and his bright 
eyes dwelt upon vacant space, till they kindled into animatiotf as 
they lighted on his favourite. 
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“Dear Will,” said llie King, “kuowcst thou that men say 
thou arlbewitched?” 

“Beau Sire, often have men, when a swcct'face hath captured 
thy great heart, said the same of thee! ” 

“It ilia's be so, with truth, for, verily, love is the arch-devil’s 
birth.” 

The King rose, and strode his chamber with a quick 'step; at 
last, •pausing — 

“Hastings,” he said, “so thou lovest the MultiplicrVprctty 
daughter. She hath just left me. Art thou jealous?” 

“ Happily, your Highness sees no beauty in locks that have tile 
gloss of the raien , and eyes that have the hue of the violet.” 

“No, 1 am a constant man — constant to one idea of beauty in 
a thousand forms — eyes like the summer's light-blue sky, and 
locks like its golden sunbeams! But to set thy mind at rest, Will, 
know that 1 have bill compassionated the sickly state of the scholar, 
whom thou prizest so highly; and I have placed thy fair Sybill's 
chamber near her father's. Young Lovell says thou art bent on 
wedding the Wizard's daughter.” 

“ And if I were, Beau Sire?” 

Edward looked gra\e. 

“If thou wert, my poor Will, thou wouldst lose all the fame 
for shrewd wisdom which justifies thy sudden fortunes. No — 
no — thou art the flower and prince of my new Seignorie — thou 
must mate thyself within name fcnd a barony that shall be worthy 
thy fame and thy prospects. Love beauty,, but marry pow er. Will. 
In vain would thy King draw thee up, if a despised wife drew thee 
down!” 

Hastings listened with profound attention to these words. The 
King did not wait for his answer, but added, laughingly — 

“It is thine own fault, crafty gallant, if thou dost not jyid all 
her spells.” 

“What ends the spells of youth and beauty. Beau Sire?” 

“Possession!” replied the King, in a hollow and muttered 
voice. 

* Hastings was about to answer, when the door opened, and the 
officer in waiting announced the Duke of Clarence. 
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“Ha!” saiil Edward, “George comes, to importune me for 
leavf to depart to the Government of Ireland, and I have to make 
him weet that I’think my Lord Worcester a safer viceroy of the 
two!” 

“Y'our Highness will pardon me; but, "though Iulcemcd you 
too generous in the appointment, it were dangerous now to 
annul if.” 

“ Mora*dangerous to confirm it. Elizabeth lias caused me to 
sec the /oily of a grant made over the malmsey — a wine,.by the 
way, in which poor George swears he would be content to drown 
himself. Viceroy of Ireland! My father had that government, 
antf once tasting the sweets of royalty, ceased to be a subject! 
No, uo, Clarence — ” 

“Can never meditate treason against a brother’s crown. Has 
he the wit, or the energy, or the genius, for so desperate an 
ambition? ” 

“No; hut he hath the vanity. And I will wager thee a thou¬ 
sand marks to a silver penny that my jester shall talk giddy 
Georgia into advancing a claim to be Soldan of Egypt, or l'ope 
of Home! ” 


IV. 

The Foster-brothers. 

Si h Marmadi’ke Nkvit.u was sunning his bravery in the 
Tower Green, amidst the other idlers of the Court, proud of the 
gold chain and the gold spurs which attested his new rank, and 
not grieved to have exchanged the solemn walls of Middltdiam for 
the gay delights of the voluptuous palace, when, to his pleasure 
and surprise, he perceived his foster-brother enter the gateway; 
and uo sooner had Nicholas entered, than a bevy of the younger 
courtiers hastened eagerly towards him. 

“ Gramercy! ” quoth Sir Mannaduke, to one of the bystanders, 
“what hath chanced make Nick Alwyn a man of such note, that 
so many wings of sat^u and pile should flutter round him, like 
sparrows round an owl, which, by the Holy Rood, his wise face 
somewhat rcsemblcth.” 
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"Kuow-j'ou not that Master Alwyn, since he hath commenced 
trade for himself, hath acquired already the repute of the coutGliest 
goldsmith in London? No daguc-hilts — no buckles arc to be 
worn, save those that he fashions; and*— an’ he live, and the 
‘House of \ork prosper —- verily, Master Ahvyu, the goldsmith, 
will, ere long, be the richest and best man from Mile-end to the 
Sanctuary.” 

“ Wight glad am I to hear it,” said honest Marm?duke, heartily; 
and approaching Alwyn, he startled the precise trader by a friendly 
slap oil the shoulder. 

"What, man, art thou too proud to remember MarmaduUc 
Nevilc! Lome to mj lodgement, yonder, and talk of old days over 
the King’s canary.” 

"I cra\e your pardon, dear Master Nevilc.” 

"Master avaunt! Sir Mnrmadnke — knighted by the hand 
of Lord Warwick, — Sir Marmndukc Revile, Lord of a manor he 
hath never yet seen - - sober Alwyn.” 

Then drawing his foster-brother's arm in his, Marmatinke led 
him to the chamber in which he lodged. 

The young men spent some minutes in congratulating each 
other on their respective advances in life : — the gentleman , who 
had attained competence and station, simply by devotion to a 
powerful patrou — the trader, who had already won repute and 
the prospect of wealth , by ingenuity, application, and toil; and 
yet, to do justice, as i^,uch virtue went to Marmaduke’sloyalty to 
Warwick, as to Alwyn’s capacities for making a fortune. Mutual 
compliments over, Alwyn said , hesitatingly — 

“And dost thou find Mistress Syliill more gently disposed to 
thee than when thou didst complain to me of her cruelly?” 

"Marry, good Nicholas, I will he frank with thee. When I 
left the Court to follow Lord Warwick , there were rumours of the 
gallantries of Lord Hastings to the girl, w hich grieved me to the 
heart. 1 spoke to her thereof bluntly and honourably, and got 
but high looks mid scornful words in return. ''Good fellow, 1 thank 
thee for that squeeze of thq hand and fha; doleful sigh. In my 
absence at Middlcham, 1 strove hard to forget one who cared so 
little for me. My dear Ahvyn, those Yorkshire lasses are par- 



lously comely, anil mighty douce and debounair. So I stormed 
cruel fybill out of^ny heart, perforce of numbers.” 

“And thou lovest her no more?” 

“INot 1, by this goblet! On coming hack, it is true, 1 felt 
pleased to clank my gold spurs in her presence, and cudhius to sec 
if my nevy fortunes would bring out a smile of approval; and verily, 
to speak sooth, the don/.ell was kind and friendly , and spoke to 
me so eluy'rfy if the pleasure, she fell in my advancement, that [ 
adventured again a few words of the old folly. Hut my las dr drew 
up like a princess, and I am a cured man.” 

* your troth?" 

“By my troth!” 

Alwyn’s head sank on his bosom, in silent lliougl t. Sir Mar- 
madukc emptied his goblet; and really the young knight looked so 
fair and so gallant, in his new sureoal of velvet, that it was no 
marvel if lie should find enough food (or eon-oialion in a taunt 
where men spent si\ hours a day in making love nor in vain. 

“And what say they still of the Lord Hastings?” asked \lvvyn, 
breaking silence. “Nothing, 1 trow and trust, that arraigns the. 
poor lady’s honour - - though it may scoff at her simple faith , iu a 
nature so vain and fickle. ‘The tongue’s not steel, yet it cuts,' as 
the proverb saith of the slanderer.” 

“No! scandal spares her virtue as woman-- to rundown her 
cunning as witch! They say that Hastings hath not prevailed , nor 
sought to prevail — that he is spell-hound. * By St. Thomas, from 
a maid of such character, Marmaduke N'ovile is happily rescued ! " 

“Sir Marmaduke,” then said Alwyn, in a grave and earnest 
voice— “it hehoves me, as true friend, though humble, and is 
honest man, to give thee my secret, in return for thine own. 1 
love this girl. Ay, ay! thou thinkcsl that love is a strange, word 
in a craftsman’s lips, but ‘cold Hint hides hot lire.’ 1 would mil 
have been thyrival. Heaven forefend ! hadst thou still cherished a 
hope — or if thou now jvilt forbid my aspiring; hut if thou will not 
say me nay, I will try my chance in delivering a pure soul from a 
crafty wooer.” 

Marmaduke staved in great surprise at his foster-brother; and 
though, no doubt, he spoke truth, when he said he was cured of 
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his love for Sybill, he yet felt a sort of jealousy at Alwyn’s unex¬ 
pected confession, and his \anity was hurt at the notion that the 
plain-visagcd trader should attempt where the handsome gentle¬ 
man had failed. However, his blunt, generous, manly nature, 
after a bPUrf struggle, got the better of these sore feelings, and 
holding out his hand to Alwyn, he said, “ My dear foster-brother, 
try the hazard and east thy dice, if thou will. God prosper thee, 
if success be for thine own good! But if she,he really gi\en to 
witchcraft — ("plague on thee, man, sneer not at the word) — 
small comfort to bed and hearth can such practices bring!” 

“Alas! ” said Alwyn, “ the witchcraft is on the side of Hast¬ 
ings — the witchcraft of fame and rank, and a glozing tongue and 
experienced art. But she shall not fall, if a true artn can save her; 
and ‘ though Hope be a small child, she can carry a great anchor!”’ 

These words were said so earnestly, that they opened new light 
into IMarmadukc’s mind, and his native generosity standiug in lieu 
of intellect, he comprehended sympathetically the noble motives 
which actuated the Son of Commerce. 

“My poor Alwyn,” he said', “if thou eanst save this young 
maid — whom by my troth I loved well, and who tells me yet, that 
she loveth me as a sister - right glad shall I be. ' But thou stakes! 
thy peace of mind against hers : — fair luck to thee, say i again — 
and if thou wilt risk thy chanec at once, (for suspense is Io\e’s 
purgatory,) seize the moment. I saw Sybill, just ere we met, 
pass to the Bampartse alone; at this sharp season, the place is 
deserted — go.” 

“I will, this moment! ” said Alwyn, rising and turning very- 
pale; but as lie gained the door, he halted — “I had forgot, Master 
Nevile, that I bring the King his signet ring, new set, of the falcon 
and fetter-lock.” 

“They will keep thee three hours in the ante-room. The Duke 
of Clarence is now with the King. Trust the ring tome, I shall 
see his Highness ere he dines.” 

liven in his love, Alwyn had the Saxon’s considerations of 
business; he hesitated — May I not endanger thereby the King’s 
favour and loss of custom?" said the Trader. . 

“Tush, man! little thou knowest King lidward; he cares 
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nought for the ceremonies: moreover, the Ncvilcs art? now all— 
.puissant in favour. I am here in attendance on sweet Lady Anne, 
•whom me King lov&s as a daughter, though loo young for sire to 
so well-grown a donzell;• and a word from her lip, if need be, 
will set all as smooth as this gorget of lawn! ” a 

Thus assured, Alwyn gave the ring to his friend, and took his 
way at oifec to the Ramparts. Marmadukc remained behind to 
finish the canary, .and muse over the strangeness of so sober a man 
forming-so'ardcni a passion. Nor was he much less surprised to 
remark that his friend, though still speaking with a stroug provin¬ 
cial* accent, and still sowing his discourse with rustic saws and 
proverbs, had risen in language and in manner with the rise of his 
fortunes. “ An’he go on so, and become Lord .Mayor,” muttered 
Marmadukc, “verily he will half look like a gentleman !'* 

To these meditations the young Knight was not long left in 
peace. A messenger from Warwick House sought ami found him, 
with the news that the Karl was on his road to London, and wished 
to sec Sir Marmadukc the moment of his arrival, w hich was hourly 
expected. The young Knight's hardy brain, somewhat flustered 
by the.canary, Alwyn’s secret, and this sudden tidings, lie hastened 
to obey his Chief’^summons, and forgot, till he gained the Earl’s 
mansion, the signet ring entrusted to him by Alwyn. “What 
matters it?” said lie then, philosophically — “the King hath 
rings enow on his lingers not to miss one for an hour or so, and 1: 
dare not send any one else with it. Marrj, I must plunge tny 
head in cold water, to get rid of the fumes of the wine.” 


V. 


The lover anil the gallant — woman's choiee. 

Atwrvi bent his way to the Ramparts, a part of which , then, 
resembled the boulevards of a French town, having rows of trees, 
green sward, a winding walk, and seats placed at frequent inter- 
Vais, for the repose of flic loungers. Muring the summer even¬ 
ings, the place was a favqpritc resort of *Jhe Court idlers; but now, 
in winter, it was usually deserted, save by the sentries, placed 
at distant intervals. The Trader had not gone far in his quest 
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when he 1, perceived, a few paces before him, (lie very man he had 
most cause to dread; and Lord Hastings, hearing the s^und of a 
foot-fall amongst the crisp, faded lea\es, that strewed the path, 
turned abruptly as Ahvyn approached his side. 

At t^-c sight of his formidable rival, Alwvn had formed one of 
those resolutions which occur only to men of his decided , plain- 
spoken, energetic character. His distinguishing shrewdness and 
penetration had gi\en him considerable iusighl ( ,iot a-the. nobler as 
vs ell as the weaker qualities of Hastings; and iiis hope in t-he former 
iiilluenced the determination to which he came. The reflections of 
Hasting', at that moment were of a nature to augtir favourably to 
the views of the humidor lover; for, during the stirring scenes in 
which hi" late, absence from Svhill had been passed, Hastings had 
somewii.it recovered from her influence; and feeling the dilliculties 
of reconciling Ids honour and his worldly prospects to further pro¬ 
secution of the love, rashly expressed hut not deeply felt, he had 
determined frankly to rut the Gordian knot he. could not solve, ami 
inform Sybil! that marriage between them was impossible. With 
that view lie had appointed tiiis meeting, and his conference with 
the King hill confirmed his intention. 

It was in this stale of mind that he was thus accosted by 
Vhvyn: — 

“ My lord , may I make hold to ask , for a few moments, your 
■diaritahle indulgence to words you may deem presumtiious.” 

“Be brief, then. Master Alwvn - I am waited for.” 

“Alas, my lord! I can guess by whom • by the one whom 1 
seek myself— by Svhill Warner?” 

“Ilow, Sir Goldsmith!” said Hastings, haughtily “what 
knowest thou of my movements, and what care I for thine?” 

“Hearken, my Lord Hastings — hearken !’’ said Alwyn, re¬ 
pressing his resentment, And in a voice so earnest that it riveted 
the entire attention of the listener “aud judge not as noble jud¬ 
ges craftsman , hut as man should judge man. As the saw saith, 

‘ We all lie alike in our graves." From the first moment I saw this 
Svhill Warner I loved her. Yes; smi|$ disdainfully, but listen 
still. She was obscure and in distress. I loved her not for her 
fair looks alone — I loved her for her good gifts, for her patient 
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industry, for her filial duty, for her struggles to give bread to her 
father’si)board. 1 did not say fo myself, ‘This girl will niako a 
..oincly fere — a delicate paramour! ’ I said, ‘ This good daughter 
will make a wife whom an 1 honest man may take to his heart and 
cherish.'” Poor Alwyn stopped, with tears in his voieof strug¬ 
gled with his emotions, and pursued: “My fortunes were more 
promising ihan hers; there was no cause why I might not hope. 
True, 1 had a rival then; young as myself—belter born - - come- 
lier; but-she loved him not. I foresaw that his love for her — if 
love it were — would cease. Methought that her mind would un¬ 
derstand mine; as mine — verily I say it - yearned for hers! t 
could not look on the maidens of mine own rank, and who lived 
around me, but what — Oh, no, my lord, again I say, not the 
'beauty, but the gifts, the mind, the heart of Sybill, threw them 
all into the shade. You may think it strange that I - a plain, 
steadfast, trading, working, careful man--should have all these 
feelings; but I will tell you wherefore such as 1 sometimes have 
them, nurse them, brood on them, more than you lords and 
gentlemen, with all your graceful arts in pleasing. ff'rknowno 
light loves! no brief distractions to the one arch passion! We 
sober sons of thcT stall and the ware are no general gallants --jvc 
love plainly, we love but once, and we love heartily. But who 
knows not the proverb, ‘What ’s a gentleman but bis pleasure?’ 
— and what 's pleasure but change? When Sybill came to the 
palace, I soon heard her name linked with yo’trs; I saw her cheek 
blush when you spoke. Well — well — well! after all, as the 
old wives tell us, ‘blushing is virtue’s livery.’ I said, ‘She is a 
chaste and high-hearted girl.’ This will pass, and the time will 
come when she can compare your love and mine. NowJ my lord, 
the time is come. — I know that you seek her. Yea, at this mo¬ 
ment , I know that her heart beats for your footstep. Say but one 
word — say that you love Sybill Warner with the thought of wed¬ 
ding her — say that, on your honour, noble Hastings, as gen¬ 
tleman and peer, and f will kneel at your feet, and beg your 
pardon for my vain follies, and go back.to my ware, and work, 
and not repine. Say it! You arc silent! Then I implore you, still 
as peer and gentleman, to let the honest love save, the maiden 



30 


from the wooing tliat will blight her peace and blast her name! 
And now. Lord Hastings, I wail your gracious answer.” 1 

The sensations experienced by Hastings, as Ahvyn thus con¬ 
cluded, were maniforin and complicated; but at the first, ulmi- 
ration an«» pity were, the strongest. 

“My poor friend,” said he, kindly, “if you thus loi- t de¬ 
moiselle descr\ing all my reverence, your words and jour Iu.-’j; ms 
bespeak you no unworthy pretender; but take *'sy ctfiMis-d, .nod 
Alwyn. Come not -- thou from the Chepc — come not r< the 
Court for a wife. Forget, this phantasy.” 

“My Lord, it is impossible! Forget, I cannot — rccref l 
njay.” 

“Thou canst not succeed, man,” resumed the no hi -man, 
more coldly, “nor couldsl if William Hastings had ne\cr Ined. 
The eyes of women aceustomed to gaze on the gorgeous extern,d- 
of the world , are blinded to plain worth like thine, l! might tone 
been different had the donzell never abided in a palace: but, n~ 
<t is, brave fellow, learn bow these wounds of the heart -.1 :u oxer, 
and the spot becomes hard and callous evermore. What art thou. 
Master ISicholas Alwyn, (continued Hastings, gloomily, and 
with a withering smile ) what art thou, to ask fora idi-< denied 
to me — to all of us — the bliss of carrying poetry into life j noth 
into manhood , by winning—the Fikst Lovkd? Dot think not, 
Sir Lover, that I say this in jealousy or disparagement. Look 
yonder, by the Icafles' elm, the white robe of Sybill Warner. Go, 
and plead thy suit.” 

- “Do I understand you, my Lord?” said Aiwjn, somewhat 
confused and perplexed by the tone and the manner Hastings 
adopted. “Does report err, and you do not love this maiden?” 

“Fair Master,” returned Hastings, scornfully, “thou hast no 
right that 1 trow of, to pry into tny thoughts and secrets; I cannot 
acknowledge, my judge in thee, good jeweller and goldsmith — 
enough, surely, in all courtesy, that I yield thee the precedence. 
Tell thy tale, as movingly, if thou wilt, as thou hast told it to me; 
say of me all that thou fanciest thou has-*, reason to suspect; and 
if, Master Alwyn, thou woo and win the lady, fail not to ask me 
to thy wedding! ” 
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Tlinr H'.i-, m this speech , and the bearing of the speaker, that 
superb Jim it), that inexpressible and conscious superiority, — - that 
. old ironic.d tranquillity — which awe and humble men more than 
gra' dizain or imperious passion. Alwyn ground his teeth as he 
list, ’ii-d , and gazed in silent despair and rage upon the c >Pm Lord. 
Nei'!.' 1 of these men could strictly be called handsome. Of the 
t\. - >VjU had the advantage of more youthful prime , of a taller 

.M.t. ■ . of a»marc powerful, though less supple and graceful, 
ii:: 11 In ttieir very dress , there was little of (hat marked distinc- 
■i,u classes which then usually prevailed, for the dark 

. .>t;i tuna' and sureoat of Hastings made a costume ev eu simpler 
man th*> S', o.ht-colonred garb of the Trader, with its broad t rim— 
'.mg- of tur. and its aiglcltes of elaborate lace. Between man and 
ni.-'i . tlx 'i, where was the visible, the mighty, the insurmouiitaiilc 
dll’.-.>.c.' in all that can charm the fancy and captivate the eye, 
• i-i.ii, a- h>- gazed, Alwyn confessed to himself there existed 
S.-lwi cn she two? Alas! how the distinctions least to he analysed 

I'i'-r She sternest! What lofty ease in that high-bred air what 
iiisloitrs of trium|di seemed to speak in that quiet eye, sleejiing in 
u- iivu. ininiiious lustre — what magie of command in that pale 
iruvv wh.u -pells of persuasion in that artful lip! Alwyn muttered 
n him eh, ho*- ml his head involuntarily, anil passed on at onee 
Mom Hastings m Svhill, who nnv , at. the distance of some yards, 
had anestod her steps, in su.psise to see the conference between 
flu* nohleman and the burgher. 

But <i- in* approached Sybil!, poor Alwyn felt all the firmness 
iml coinage he had exhibited with Hastings, melt away. And the 
trepidation which a fearful but deep affection ever occasions in 
men of hi - -haraeter, made his movements more than usually con¬ 
strained an>; awkward, i- he cowered beneath the looks of tho 
maid he so 1 1 uIy loved. 

‘■Seekesl thou me, Master Alwyn?” asked Sybill, gently, 
seeing that. though lie paused by her side, lie spoke not. 

“1 do,” returned Alvv^n, abruptly, and again he was silent. 

At lengtii, lifting his eyes, and looking round him, — be saw 
Hastings a! the distance, leaning against the rampart, with folded 
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arms, am* the contrast of bis rival's cold and arrogant indifference, 
and his own burning veins and bleeding heart, roused, up his 
manly spirit, and gave to his tongue the eloquence which emotion 
gains when it once breaks the fetters it forges for itself. 

‘‘LmVi — look, Sybil I! ” he said, pointing to Hastings — 
,£ look ! that man you believe loves you ! — if so — if he loved thee, 
would ho stand yonder — mark him - aloof, contemptuous, care¬ 
less - w bile he knew that I was by your side?” f 

Sybil! turned upon llie goldsmith eyes full of innocent surprise, 

eyes that, asked, plainly as eyes could speak - “And wherefore 
not, .Master Alwyn?” 

Alwyn so interpreted the look, and replied, as if sin- had 
spoken — “ Heeausc he must know how poor and tame is that 
feeble phantasy, which alone can come from a soul, worn hair. 
with pleasure. In that which I feel and now own for thee—the Ime 
of youth, hoi ii of the heart’s first \igour, — because he ought 
fear that that love, should prevail with thee, - — heeausc that !o\r 
ought to pretail. Svhill, between us, there is not imparity and 
obstacle. Oh, listen tome — listen still! Frown not, turn not 
away.” And, stung and animated by the sight of his rival, tired 
by the excitement of a contest on which the bliss of his own life 
anil the weal of Syliill’s might depend, Ii is xnieo was as the cry of 
a mortal agony, and affected the girl to the inmost recesses of her 
soul. 

“Oh, Alwyn, I‘ froxxn not!” she said, sweetly “oh, 
Alwyn, I turn not away! Woe is me to give pain to so kind ami 
brave a heart; but —” 

‘•No, speak not yet. I have studied thee — I have read thee 
as a scholar would read a book. I know thee proud — I know thee 
aspiring — I know thou art vain of thy gentle blood , and distaste¬ 
ful of my yeomau’s birth. There, I am not blind to thy faults, 
but I love thee despite them; and to please those faults, I have 
toiled, schemed, dreamed, risen — I olTe. to thee the Future with 
the certainly of a man who (| can command it. Woiildst thou wealth? 
— be patient (as ambition ever Is): in a”few years thou shall haxe 
more gold than the wife of Lord Hastings can command; thou 
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shall lortlge more statclily, fare more sumptuously; T rnou slialt 
walk ov cloth of gold if thou will! Wouldst thou titles? — I will 
■win thCTii. Richart? de la Pole, who founded the greatest duchy in 
the realm , was poorer thata I, when he first served in a merchant's 
ware. Gold buys all things now. Oh, would to llcavqp it could 
but buy n»c then ! ” 

“Master Alwyn, it is not gold that buys love. Be southed. 
What can 1 s»y to thee to soften the harsh word ‘Nay?’” 

“You Reject me, then, and at once. I ask not your hand 
now. I will wait, tarry, hope — I care not if for years; —wait 
tilid can fulfil all I promise thee! ” 

Sybill, affected to tears, shook her head mournfully; and 
there was a long and painful silence. Never was wooing more 
strangely circumstanced than this — the one lover pleading while 
the other was in view — the one, ardent, impassioned; the other, 
calm and passive— and the silence of the last, alas! haling all 
the surress which the words of the other lacked. It might be said 
that the choice before Sybill was a type of the choice ever given, 
but in vain, to the Child of Genius. Here a secure and peaceful 
life — an honoured home — a tranquil lot, free from ideal visions, 
it is true, but free also from the doubt and the terror — the storms 
of passion; —there the fatal influence-of an affection, borne of 
imagination, sinister, equivocal, ominous, but irresistible. And 
the Child of Genius fulfilled her destiny! 

“Master Ahvyn,” said Sybill, rousingl^rself to the necessary 
exertion, “I shall never cease gratcftilly to recall thy generous 
friendship - never cease to pray fervently for thy weal below. But 
for ever and for ever let this content thee — I can no more.” 

Impressed by llic grave and solemn tone of Sybill, Alwyn 
hushed the groan that struggled to his lips, and gloomily replied — 
“ I obey you, fair mistress, and I return to my work-day life; but 
ere I go, I pray you misthink me not if I say this much; — not 
alone for the bliss of hoping for a day in which I might call thee 

I 

* This was no vain promise in Master Alwyn. At that lime, a success¬ 
ful trader made a fortune with signal rafiidily, and enjoyed greater 
luxuries than most of the Barons. All the gold in the country flowed into 
the coffers of the London merchants. 

The hut of I*- 11 
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mine hav'c I thus importuned — but, not less — I swear not less 
— from the soul’s desire to save thee from whyt I fear will pul lead 
to woe and wayment, to peril and pain, to weary days and sleep¬ 
less nights. ‘Belter a little fire tha'l warms than a great that 
burns.’** Dost thou think that Lord Hastings, the vain, the dis¬ 
solute—’* 

'"‘Cease, Sir!" said Sybil!, proudly; “me reprieve if thou 
wilt, but lower not my esteem for thee by slander against 
another!” 

“What!” said Alwyn, bitterly; “doth even one word of 
eounsel chafe thee? I tell thee that if thou dreamest that »\ord 
Hastings loves Sybill Warner as man loves the maiden he would 
wed, — thou dcceivest thyself to thine own misery. If thou 
wouldsl prove it, go to him now — go and say, ‘Wilt thou give, 
me that home of peace and honour— that shelter for my father’s 
old age under a son’s roof which the trader I despise proffers me in 
vain?”' 

“ If it were already proffered me — by him ?” said Sybill, in a 
low voice, ami blushing deeply. 

Alwyn started. “Then I wronged him; and —• and — ” lie 
added, generously, though with a faint sickness at lus heart, “I 
can yet be happy in thinking thou art so. Farewell, Lady, the 
saints guard thee from one memory of regret at what hath passed 
between us! ” 

He pulled his bounct hastily over his brow's, and departed with 
unequal and rapid strides. As he passed the spot where Hastings 
stood leaning his arm upon the wall, and his face upon his hand, 
the nobleman looked up, and said — 

“ Well, Sir Goldsmith, own at least that thy trial hath been a 
fair one!” Then, struck with the anguish written upon Alwyn’s 
face, he walked up to him, and, with a frank, compassionate 
impulse, laid his.hand on his shoulder: “Ahvyu," he said, “I 
have felt what you feel now — I have survived it, and the world 
hath not prospered with me less ! Take with you a compassion that 
respects, and docs not degrade you.” 

“Do not deceive her, my Lord — she trusts and loves you! 
You never deceived man — the wide world says it — do not deceive 
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woman! Deeds kill men — words women!” Speaking thus 
^simpljl, Alwyn stifulc on, and vanished. 

Hastings slowly and sUcnlly advanced to Sybil!. Her rejection 
of Alwyn had by no means tended to reconcile him to the marriage 
he himself had proffered. IFe might well suppose that the girl, 
even if m^uided by affection, would not hesitate between a mighty 
nobleman and an obscure goldsmith. His pride was sorely wounded 
that the latter sltould have even thought himself the equal of one. 
whom it a had proposed, though but in a passionate impulse, to 
rai^e to his own state. And yet, as he neared Sybill, and, with 
a lighi footstep , she sprang forward to meet him, her eyes full of 
sweet joy and conlidence, he shrank from an avowal which must 
wither up a heart opening thus all its bloom of youth and love to 
greet him. 

“Ah, fair Lord,” said the maiden, “ was it kindly in thee to 
permit poor Alwyn to inflict on me so sharp a pain, and thou to 
stand calmly distant? Sure, alas! that had thy humble rival 
proffered a crown, it had been the same to Sybill! Oh, how the 
grief it was mine to cause gricvetl me; and yet, through all, I had 
one selfish, guilty gleam of pleasure — to think that I had not 
been loved so well, if I were all unworthy the sole lore I de-ire or 
covet! ” 

“And yet, Sybill, this young man can in all, save wealth 
and a sounding name, give thee more than I can, —a heart un¬ 
darkened hv moody memories — a temper uflfsoured by the world's 
dread and hitter lore of man’s frailly and earth’s sorrow. Ye are 
not far separated by ungenial years, and might glide to a common 
grave hand in hand; but I, older in heart than in age, am yet so 
far thine elder in the last, that these hairs will he grey, and this 
form bent, while thy beauty is in its prime, and - hut thou 
wcepest! ” 

“I weep that thou shouldst bring one thought of time to sadden 
,my thoughts, which eye of eternity. Love knows no age it 
foresees no grave! its happiness and its trust behold on the earth 
but one glory, melting kilo the hues (If heaven, where, they who 
lo\c lastingly pass calmly on to live for ever! See, I weep not 
now!" 
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“And did not this honest burgher," pursued Hastings, soft¬ 
ened and embarrassed, but striving to retnip bis cruel purpose, 
“tell thee to distrust me? — tell thee that my vows were false?” 

“ Methinks, if an angel told me so, I should disbelieve ! ” 

“Wny , look thee, Sybil!, suppose his warning true — sup¬ 
pose that at this hour I sought thee with intent to sgv that that 
destiny which ambition weaves for itself forbade me to fulfil a word 
hotly spoken? — that 1 would not wed thee? — « ho'nld I not seem 
to thee a false wooer — a poor trifler with thy earnest heart — and 
so, couldst thou not recall the love of him whose truer and 
worthier homage yet lingers in thine car, and with him he happy ?” 

Sybiil lifted her dark eyes, yet humid, upon the unrevoalii’g 
face of the speaker, and gazed on him with wistful and inquiring 
sadness, then, shrinking from his side, she crossed her arms 
meekly on her bosom, and thus said — 

“If ever, since we parted, one such thought hath glanced 
across thee — one thought of repentance at the sacrifice of pride, 
or the lessening of power — which — (she faltered, broke olT the 
sentence, and resumed; — in one word, if thou wouldst retract, 
say it now, and I will not accuse thy falsehood, but bless thy 
1 ru tli.” 

“ Tlioti couldst be consoled , then, by thy pride of woman, for 
the loss of an unworthy lover?” 

“My I .ord, are these questions fair?” 

Hastings was siJ.int. The gentler part of his nature struggled 
severely with the harder. The pride of Sybiil moved him no less 
than her trust; and her love in both was so evident — so deep — 
so exquisitely contrasting the cold and frivolous natures amidst 
which his lot had fallen — that he recoiled from casting away for 
ever a heart never to be replaced. Standing on that bridge of life, 
with age before and youth behind, he felt that never again could 
be be so loved, or, if so loved, by one so worthy of whatever of 
pure alTcction, of young romance, was jet left to his melancholy 
and louely soul. 

He took her hand, and, as she felt Its touch, her firmness 
forsook her, her head drooped upon her bosom, and she burst 
into an agony of tears. 
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“Oh , Sybill, forgive me! Smile on me again, Sybill!” ex- 
claimcd|Hastings, fubdued and melted. But, alas! the heart 
hnee bruised and galled recovers itself but slowly, and it was many 
minutes before the softest words the eloquent lover could shape to 
sound sufficed to dry those burning tears, and bring Sack the 
enchanlin^smilc, — nay, even then the smile wtfs forced and joy¬ 
less. They walked on for some moments, both in thought, till 
Hastings sajd*— fcPThou lovest me, Sybill, and art worthy of all 
the love (hat man can feel for maid; and yet, canst thou solve me 
this question , nor chide me that I ask it — Dost thou not love the 
world jjnd the world’s judgment more than me? 'What is that 
which women call honour? What makes them shrink from all love 
that takes not the form and circumstance of the world’s hollow 
rites? Does love cease to be love , unless over its wealth of trust 
and emotion the priest mouths his empty blessing? Thou in thy 
graceful pride art angered if I, in wedding thee, should remember 
the saeriliee which men like me — I own it fairly — deem as great 
as man can make; and yet thou wouldst lly my love, if it w< oed 
thee to a sacrifice of thine own?” 

Artfully was the question put, and Hastings smiled to himself 
in imagining the reply it must bring; ami then Sybill answered 
with the blush which the very subject called forth. 

“Alas, my Lord, I am but a poor casuist, but I feel that if l 
asked thee to forfeit whatever men respect, —• honour, and repute 
for valour, — to be traitor and dastard, thou couldst love me no 
more; and marvel you, if when man woos woman to forfeit all that 
her sex holds highest — to be in woman what dastard and traitor is 
in man — she hears her conscience and her God speak in a louder 
voice than can come from a human lip? The goods and pomps of 
the world we are free to sacrifice, and true love heeds and counts 
them not; hut true love cannot sacrifice that which makes up love 

— it cannot sacrifice the right to be loved below, the hope to love 
on in the realm above, tfie power to pray with a pure soul for the 
happiness it yearns to make, the blessing to sectn ever f^ood and 
honoured in the eyes of the one by whom alone it would be judged 

— and therefore, sweet Lord, true love never contemplates this 
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sacrifice; and if once it believe itself truly loved, it trusts with a 
fearless faith in the love on which it leans.” , f\ 

“Sybill, would to Heaven 1 had sccn.thec in my youth! Would 
to Heaven 1 were more worthy of thee!” And in that interview 
Hastings and no heart to utter what he had resolved — “Sybill, I 
sought thee but Uf say, Farewell.” 


VI. 


Warwick returns — appeases a discon ten toil prince — and confers 
with a revengeful conspirator. 

It was not till late in the evening that Warwick arrived at his 
vast residence in London, where he found not only Marmaduke 
Nevile ready to receive him, hut a more august expectant, in George 
Duke of Clarence. Scarcely had the Karl crossed the threshold, 
when the Duke seized his arm, and leading hint iuto the room that 
adjoined the hall, said, — 

“Verily Kdward is besotted no less than ever by his wife's 
lcech-like family. Thou kuovvest my appointment to the Govern¬ 
ment of Irclaud; Isabel, like myself, cannot endure the subor¬ 
dinate vassalage we must brook at the Court, with the Queen’s cold 
looks and sour words. Thou knowest, also, with what vain pre¬ 
texts Kdward hath put me oiT; and now, this very day, he tells 
me that he hath changed his humour — that I am not stern enough 
for the Irish kernes —»• that he, loves me too well to banish me, for¬ 
sooth; ami that Worcester, the people's butcher, but the Queen’s 
favourite, must have the post so sacredly pledged to me. 1 sec, in 
this, Klizabcth’s crafty malice. Is this struggle between King’s 
blood and Queen’s kith to go ou for ever?” 

“Calm thyself, George; I will confer with the King to-morrow, 
and hope to compass thy not loo arrogant desire. Cerlcs, a king's 
brother is the fittest Vice-King for the turbulent kernes of Ireland, 
who are ever flattered into obeisance by ceremony ami show. The 
government was pledged to thee — Edward can scarce be serious. 
Moreover* Worcester, through forsooth a learned man — (Mort 
Dieu! methinks that same learning fills the head to drain the 
heart!) — is so abhorred for his cruellies that his very landing iu 
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Ireland will bring alncw rebellion to add lo our already festering 
.broils and sores. Calm thyself, I say. Where didst thou leave 
Isabel?* 

“ With my mother.” 

“And Anne? — the Queen chills not her young heart :/ith cold 
grace?” 

“Nay — the Queen dare not unleash her malice against'Ed- 
ward’s will; «ku 1 # to do him justice, he hath shown all honour lo 
Lord Warwick’s daughter.” 

“He is a gallant prince,, with all his faults,” said the Father, 
hcntlily, “and we must bear with him, George; for verily he hath 
bouud°mcn by a charm to love him. Slay, thou, and share my 
hasty repast, and over the wine we will talk of thy views. Sparc 
me now for a moment; I have lo prepare work enow for a sleepless 
night. This Lincolnshire rebellion promises much trouble. Lord 
Willoughby has joined it — more than twenty thousand men are in 
arms. I have already sent to convene the Knights and Barons on 
whom the King can best depend, and must urge their instant de¬ 
parture for their halls, to raise men and meet the foe. While 
Edward feasts, his minister must toil. Tarry awhile, till i re¬ 
turn.” 

The Earl re-entered the hall, and beckoned to Marinadukc, 
who stood amongst a group of squires. 

“Follow me, I may have work for thee.” Warwick took a 
taper from one of the servitors, and led the jvay lo his own more 
pri\ale apartment. On the landing of the staircase, by a small 
door, stood his body squire — “Is the prisoner within?" 

“Yes, my Lord.” 

“ Good ! ” -— The Earl opened the door by which the squire had 
mounted guard, and bade JMarmadukc wait without. 

The inmate of the chamber, whose dress bore the stains of 
fresh travel and hard riding, lifted his face hastily as the Earl en¬ 
tered. 

“Robin Ililyard,” s?iid Warwick, “I have mused much how 
to reconcile my service to the King witty the gratitude I owe lo a 
man who sa\ed me from great danger. In the midst of thy unhappy 
and rebellious designs, thou wert captured and brought to tne; the 
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papers found on thee attest a Lancastrian revolt; so ripening to¬ 
wards a mighty gathering — and so formidable from the adherents 
whom the gold and intrigues of King Louis have persuaded to risk 
land and life for the Red Rose, that all the King's friends can do to 
save hisV.l rone is now needed. In this revolt thou hast been the 
scheming brain^he master hand , the match to the bopiltard, the 
iircb'rand to the flax. Thou smilest, man! Alas! seest thou not 
that it is iny stern duty to send thee hound hand snd'ioijt before the 
King's council — for the brake to wring from thee thy guilty se¬ 
crets, and the gibbet to close thy days?” 

“ I am prepared,” said Ililyard; “ when the bombard cvnloUes, 
the match has become useless — when the (lame smites the welkin, 
the firebrand is consumed! ” 

“Hold man! what seest thou in this rebellion that can profit, 
tlice?” 

“I see, looming through the chasms and rents made in the 
Feudal Order by Civil War — the giant image of a Free People.” 

“And thou wouldst be a martyr for the Multitude, who de¬ 
serted thee at Olncy? ’’ 

“As thou for the King, who dishonoured thee at Shene! ” 

Warwick frowned, and there was a moment’s pause; at last, 
said the Earl — “Look you, Robin , I would fain not have on my 
hands the. blood of a man who saved my life. I believe thee, 
though a fanatic and.half madman — I believe thee true in word, 
as rash of deed. Sjvear to me on the cross of this dagger, that 
thou wilt lay aside all scheme and plot for this rebellion, all aid 
and share in civil hroil and dissension, and thy life and liberty are 
restored to thee. In that intent, 1 have summoned my own kins¬ 
man , Marmaduke Revile. He waits w ithout the door — he shall 
conduct thee safely to the sea-shore — thou shalt gain in peace my 
government of Calais, and my seneschal there shall find thee all 
thou canst need — meat for thy hunger, and monies for thy pas¬ 
time. Accept my inerey — ta'ke the oath , and begone.” 

“My Lord,” answered Ililyard, much touched and affected — 
“blame not thyself if thi«\,carcase feed tjvc crows — my blood he 
on mine own head! I cannot take this oath ; I cannot live in peace; 
strife and broil arc grown to me food and drink. Oh, my Lord! 
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thou knowest notpvhat dark and baleful memories made me an 
agent ^1 God’s liajid against this ruthless Edward;” and then 
•passionately, with whitening lips and convulsed features, Hil- 
yard recounted to the startled Warwick the same talc which had 
roused the sympathy of Adam Warner. 

The Earl, whose affections were so essentially homely and , 
domestic, was even more shocked than the Scholar by the tearful 
narrative. * • 

“Unhappy man!” he said, with moistened eyes — “from the 
core of my heart, I pity thee. But thou, the scathed sufferer 
frdln civil war, wilt thou be now its dread revi\cr?” 

“tf Edward had wronged thee, great Earl, as me, poor 
Franklin, what would be thine answer? In vain moralize to him 
whom the spectre of a murdered child and the shriek of a maniac 
wife haunt and hound on to vengeance! So send me to rack and 
halter. Be there one curse more on the soul of Edward! ” 

“Thou slialt not die through my witness,” said the Earl, ab¬ 
ruptly , and he quilted the chamber. 

Securing the door by a heavy bolt on the outside, he gave, 
orders to his squire to attend to the. comforts of the prisoner; and 
then turning into his closet with Marmaduke, said — “ I sent for 
lljee, young cousin, with design to commit to thy charge one 
whose absence from England I deemed needful — that design T 
must abandon. Go back to the Palace, and sec, if thou cans), 
the King, before lie sleeps — say that this fising in Lincolnshire 
is more than a riot; it is the first burst of a resolution ! that T hold 
council here to-night, and every shire, ere the morrow, shall 
have its appointed captain. I will see the King at morning. Yet 
stay — gain sight of my child Anne; she will leave lli$ Court to¬ 
morrow. I will come for her — bid her train be prepared; she 
and the Countess must away toCalais -England again hath ceased 
to be a home for women ! Whatrto do with this poor rebel ? ” mut¬ 
tered the Earl, when alone— “release hirn I cannot, slay him I 
’ will not. Hum — thorfc is space enough iu these walls to enclose 
a captive.” , 
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Thi' fear and the flight. 

Kino'Edward feasted high, and Sybill sate in her father's 
fhamber — she silent with thought of love, Adam silent in the 
toils of science. The Eureka was well nigh finished — rising from 
its ruins, more perfect, more elaborate, than \y‘fo.e v Maiden 
and Scholar, each seeming near to the cherished goal — to the one 
Love’s genial Altar, to the other Fame’s lonely shrine. 

Evening advanced — night began — night deepened. Ki'.ig 
Edward’s feast was over, but still in his perfumed chamber the 
wine sparkled in the golden cup. It was announced to him that 
Sir Marmadukc IN’evile, just arrived from the Earl’s house, craved 
an audience. The King, preoccupied in deep reverie, impatiently 
postponed it till the morrow. 

“To-morrow!” said the gentleman in attendance. “SirMar- 
madnkc bids me say, fearful that the late hour would forbid bis 
audience, that Lord Warwick himself vv ill visit your Grace. I fear. 
Sire, that the disturbances are great indeed, for the squires and 
gentlemen in Lady Anne's train have orders to accompany her to 
Lalais to-morrow.” 

“To-morrow, to-morrow!” repeated the King — “well. Sir, 
you are dismissed.” 

The Lady Anne, (tp whom Sybill had previously communicated 
the King’s kindly consideration for Master Warner,) had just seen 
Marmadukc, and learned the new dangers that awaited the throne 
and the realm. The Lancastrians were then*opcidy iu arms for the 
Prince ol'hqg love, and against her mighty father! 

The Lady Anne sale awhile, sorrowful and musing, and then, 
before yon crucifix, the Lady Anne knelt in prayer. 

Sir Marmadukc A'evile descends to the court below, and some 
Ihrcc or four busy, curious gentlemen, not yet a-bed, seize him 
by the arm, and pray him to say vvhat slornl is in the wind. 

The night deepened still — the wine js drained in King Ed¬ 
ward's goblet— King Edward has left his chamber— and Sybill, 
entreatiug her father, but iu vain, to suspend his toil, has kissed 
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ing n^mi. She ifis turned to the threshold, when, hark! — a 
faint, a distant cry, a Roman's shriek, the noise of a clapping 
door! The voice — it is the voice of Anne! Sybill passed the 
threshold — she is in the corridor — the winter moon shines 
through Jhe open arches — the air is while and cold with, frost. • 
Suddenly the door at the farther end is thrown wide open, a form 
rushes in^)’ flic corridor, it passes Sybill, halts, turns round — 
“Oh , ’Sybill! ” cried the Lady Auuc, in a voice wild with horror, 
“«avc me - - aid — help! Merciful Heaven, the King! ” 

Instinctively, woudcriugly, trembling!} , Sybill drew Anne 
into the chamber she had just quitted, and as they gained its 
shelter — as Anne sunk upon tho floor, the gleam of cloth of gold 
flashed through the dim atmosphere, andKdwnrd, yet in the ro¬ 
yal robe in which he had dazzled all eyes at his kingly feast, stood 
within the chamber, llis splendid countenance was agitated with 
passion, and its clear hues flushed red with wine. At his en¬ 
trance, Anne sprang from the. floor, and rushed to Warner, who, 
in dumb bewilderment, had suspended his task, and stood be¬ 
fore the Eureka, from which steamed and rushed the dark rapid 
smoke, while round and round, labouring and groaniug, rolled 
its fairy wheels. * 

“Sir,” cried Anne, clinging to him convulsively, “You arc 
a father — by your child’s soul, protect Lord.JVarwick’s daughter! ” 

Housed from his abstraction by this appeal, the poor scholar 
wound his arm round the form thus clinging to him, and raising 
his head with dignity, replied, “Thy name, youth, and sen pro¬ 
tect thee!” 

“ Unhand that lady, vile sorcerer,” exclaimed the King— “/ 
am her protector. Lome, Anne, sweet Anne, fair lady— thou 
mistakest — come!” he whispered. “Expose not to these low 

J 

* The gentle reader will doubtless hoar in mind that Master Warner's 
complicated model had liut little resemblance to the models of the steam 
engine in our own dav, and that it was usually connected with other con¬ 
trivances, for the better display of the principle it was intended to 
illustrate. 



44 


natures matter for guesses that but shame thee. 1 Let thy King and 
cousin lead thee back to thy sweet rest.” I ( 

lie sought, though gently, to loosen the arms that wound 
themselves round the old man; but Anne, not heeding, not listen¬ 
ing, districted by a terror that seemed to shake her whole frame, 
and to threaten her very reason, continued to cry out loudly upon 
her father's name — her -great father, wakeful, then, for the 
baffled ravishcr’s tottering throne! 

Edward had still sufficient possession of his reason 'to be 
alarmed lest some loiterer or sentry in the outer court might hear 
the cries which his attempts to soothe but the more provoked. 
Grinding his teeth, and losing patience, he said to Adam, “Thou 
knowesl me, friend — I am thy King. Since the Lady Anne, in 
her bewilderment, prefers thine aid to mine, help to bear her back 
to her apartment; and thou, young mistress, lend thine arm. 
This Wizard’s den is no fit chamber for our high-born guest.” 

“No, no; drive me not hence, Master Warner. That man — 
that King — give me not up to his — his —” 

“ Beware! ” exclaimed the King. 

Ii was not till now that Adam’s simple mind comprehended the 
true cause, of Anne’s alarm, which Sybill still conjectured not, 
but stood trembling by her friend's side, and dose to her father. 

“Do not fear, maiden,” said Adam Warner, laying his hand 
upon the loosened locks that swept over his bosom, “for though I 
am old and feeble, God and his angels are in every spot where 
Virtue trembles and resits. My Lord King, thy sceptre extends 
not over a human soul! ” 

“Dotard, prate not to me! ” said Edward, laying his hand on 
his dagger. 

Sybill saw the movement, and instinctively placed herself be¬ 
tween her father and the King. That slight form, those pure, 
steadfast eyes, those features, noble at once and delicate, recalled 
to Edward the awe which had seized him in his first dark design; 
and again that awe came over him. He retreated. 

“I mean harm to none ,”i said he, almost submissively; “ and 
if I am so unhappy as to scare with my presence the Lady Anne, I 
will retire, praying you, donzcll, to see toller state, and lead 
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her back to her chamber when it so pleases herself. Saying this 
much, I cnm' u<,, |^ you, old man, and you, maiden, to stand 
bark white I but address one sentence to the Lady Anne.” 

With these words he gently advanced to Anne, and took her 
hand; but, snatching it from him, the poor lady broke from 
Adam, rushed to the casement, opened it, and seeing some 
figures indistinct and distant in the court below, she. called out, in 
a voice of sutli yiarp agony, that it struck remorse and c\en terror 
into Edward’s soul. 

“Alas!” he muttered, “she will not listen to me, her mind 
is^dislrauglit! What frenzy lias been mine! Pardon — pardon, 
Anne*— oh , pardon ! ” 

Adam Warner laid his hand on the King’s arm, and lie drew 
the imperious despot away as easily as a nurse loads a docile child. 

“King!” said the brave old man, “may tiod pardon thee! 
for if the last, evil hath been wrought upon this noble lady , l)a\id 
sinned not more heavily than thou.” 

“She is pure — inviolate - -1 swear it ! ” said the King, hum¬ 
bly. “Anne, only say that ( am forgiven." 

But Anne spoke not: her eyes were fixed -- her lips had fallen 

— she was insensible as a corpse — dumb and frozen with her in¬ 
effable dread. Suddenly steps were beard upon the stairs; the 
door opened, and Marmadukc Ncvile entered abruptly. 

“Surely I heard my lady’s voice — surely! What marvel this? 

— the. King! Pardon, my Liege! ” — and Ve bent his knee. 

The sight of Marmadukc dissolved the spell of awe and re¬ 
pentant humiliation, which had chained the King’s dauntless 
heart. His wonted guile returned to him with his self-possession. 

“Our wise craftsman's strange and weird invention—” (and 
Edward pointed to the Eureka) — “lias scared our fair cousin’s 
senses, as, by sweet St. George, it well might! Go back. Sir 
Marmadukc, we. will leave Lady Anne for the moment to the care 
of Mistress Sybill. Donzell, remember my command. Come, 
Sir — ” (and he drew the w'uuderjng Marmadukc from the chamber) 

— but as soon as he had seen the knight descend the stairs and re¬ 
gain the court, he returned to the room j and in a low, stern voice, 
said “Look you, Master Warner, and you, damsel, if ever 
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cither of yo breathe ooc word of wliat it lias btpn your dangerous 
fate to hear and witness, kings have but nc wa y to punish 
slanderers, and silence but one safeguard; — trifle not with 
Death! 

He then closed the door, and resought, his own chamber. The 
Eastern spices, which were burned in the sleeping-rooms of the 
great, still made the air heavy with their feverish fragrance. The 
King seated himself, and strove to recollect h, : s (noughts, and 
examine the peril he had provoked. The resistance and the terror 
of Anne had elTertually banished from his heart the guilty passion 
it had before harboured; for emotions like his, and in such a na¬ 
ture, are quick of'changc. llis prevailing feeling was one of sharp 
repentance, and reproachful shame. But, as he roused himself 
from a state of mind which light characters ever seek to escape, 
the image of the dark-browed Karl rose before him, and fear suc¬ 
ceeded to mortification; hut even this, however well-founded, 
could not endure long in a disposition so essentially scornful of all 
danger. Before morning, the senses of Anne must return to her. 
So gentle a bosom could be surely reasoned out of resentment, or 
daunted, at ieast, from betraying to her stern father a secret that, 
if tohl, would smear the sward of England with the gore of thou¬ 
sands. What woman will provoke war and bloodshed? And for 
an evil not wrought — for a purpose not fulfilled? The King was 
grateful that his victim had escaped him. He would see Anne he- 
fore the Karl could —land appease her anger — obtain her silence ! 
For Warner, and for Sybill, they would not dare to reveal; and, 
if they did, the lips that accuse a king soon belie themselves, while 
a rack can torture truth, and the doumsmnn he the only judge be¬ 
tween the subject and the head that wears a crown ! 

Thus reasoning with himself, his soul faced the solitude. 
Meanwhile Marmadukc regained the Court, where, as wc hate 
said, he had been detained in conferring with some of the gentle¬ 
men in the King’s service, who, hearing that he brought important 
tidings from the Earl, had abstained from rest till they could learn 
if the progress of the new .rebellion would bring their swords into 
immediate service. Marmadukc , pleased to he of importance, 
had willingly satisfied their curiosity, as far as lie was able, and 
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was just about to retire to his own chamber, when the cry of Anne 
had irjde him enrer the postern door which led up the stairs to 
Adam’s apartment, and which was fortunately not locked; and 
now, on returning, he had again a new curiosity to allay t Having 
briefly said that Master Warner had taken that untoward hour to 
frighten the women with a machine that \oniitod smoke and bowled 
piteously, the group departed to their beds, and Marmaduke 
was abou 1 to s?*ok his own, when, looking once more towards 
the casement, he saw a white hand gleaming in the frosty moon¬ 
light . and beckoning to him. 

Tljc Knight crossed himself, and reluctantly ascended the 
stairs, and re-entered the Wizard’s den. 

The Lady Anne had so far reemered herself, that a kind of un¬ 
natural calm had taken possession of her mind , and changed her 
ordinary sweet and tractable nature into one stern, obstinate re¬ 
solution, — to escape, if possible, that unholy palace. And as 
soon as Marmaduke re-entered, Anne met him at the. threshold, 
and lading her hand comulsively on his arm, said — 

“ Hy the name you hear - - by your love to my father, aid me to 
quit these walls.” 

In great astonishment, Marmaduke stared, without reply. 

“ Do you deny me, Sir?” said Anne, almost sternly. 

“I.ady and mistress mine,” answered .Marmaduke, “I am 
your sonant in all things. Quit these walls — the, l’alacc! — 
How? — the gates arc closed. Kay, and At hat would my Lord 
say, if at night — ” 

“//’«/ niglil!” repeated Anne, in a hollow voice; and then 
pausing, hurst into a terrible laugh. Recovering herself abruptly, 
she moved to the door — “1 will go forth alone , and tru'd in t»od 
and our Lady.” 

Sybill sprang forward to arrest her steps, and Marmaduke 
hastened to Adam, and whispered — “Poor lady, is her mind 
.unsettled? Hast thou, ju truth, distracted her with thy spells and* 
glamour?” 

“Hush!” answered the old man; 0 and he whispered in the 
K'o\ ile’s ear. 

Scam* had the Knight caught the words, than his cheek paled— 
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“Infamy! — horror — she is right!” He brine from the^tudent, 
approached Anne, who still struggled t .with Syhill, and kneeling 
before her, said, in a voice choked with passions at once fierce 
and lender — 

VLady, you arc right. Unseemly it may be for one of yom 
quality and sex to quit this place with me , and alone; but at least 
I have a man's heart — a knight's honour. This? to' hue your safe¬ 
ty, noble maiden, and I will cut your way, even through you 
foul King’s heart, to your great father’s side! ” 

Anne did not seem quite to understand his words, hut slit 
smiled on him ns he knelt, and gave him her hand. The respon¬ 
sibility lie bad assumed quickened all the intellect of the young 
Knight, As he look and kissed the hand extended to him , he felt 
the ring upon his linger — the ring entrusted to him hyAhvyn — 
the King's signet-ring, before-which would lly open every gate, 
lie uttered a joyous exclamation , loosened his long night-cloak, 
and praying Anne to envelop her form in its folds, drew the hood 
over her head; — ho was about to lead her forth , wheu he halted 
suddenly. 

“Alack,” said he, turning to Sybill, “even though we may 
escape the Tower, no boatman now can he found on the river. The 
wav through the streets is dark and perilous, and beset with mid¬ 
night ruflians.” 

“Verily,” said Warner, “the danger is past now. Let the 
noble demoiselle rest here til) morning. The King dare not 
again — ” 

“ Dare not! " interrupted Mariftaduke. “Alas ! you little know 
King Edward.” 

At that name Anne shuddered, opened the door, and hurried 
down the stairs; Sybill and Marmaduke followed her. 

“Listen, Sir Marmaduke,” said Sybill. “Close without the 
Tower is the house of a noble lady, tjie Dame of Longueville, 
where Anne may rest in safety, while you seek Lord Warwick. I 
will go with you , if you can obtain egress for us both.” 

“Brave damsel!” said Marmaduke, with emotion — “but 
your own safety — the King’s anger — no —besides, a third. 
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your dress not colcealed, would create the warder’s suspicion. 
Bcscribe the hous«t” 

“ Aie third to the left ^ by the river side, with an arched porch, 
and the fleur-de-lis embossed on the walls.” 

‘•It is not so dark but wc shall find it. Fare you well, gentle 
mistress." . 

While they yet spoke, they had both reached the side of Anne. 
Sybill stifi -ptrs^ted in Ihe wish to accompany her friend; but 
Murrnaduke’s representation of the peril of life itself, that might 
befall her father, if lid ward learned she had abetted Anne’s 
osftipe, finally prevailed. The Knight and his charge gained the 
the oifter gate. 

“Haste — haste, Master Warder!” he cried, beating at the 
door with his dagger till it opened jealouslymessages of im¬ 
portance to the Lord Warwick. Wc have the King's signet. — 
Open! ” 

The sleepy warder glanced at the ring— the gates were opened : 
They were without the fortress — they hurried on. 

“Cheer up, noble lady; you are safe — you shall he avenged !” 
said Marmaduke, as he felt the steps of his companion falter. 

Ilut the reaction had come. The effort Anne had hitherto made 
was for escape — for liberty; the strength ceased, the object 
gained; — her head drooped — she muttered a few incoherent 
words, and then sense and life left her. Marmaduke paused in 
great perplexity and alarm. But lo, a lig!*t in a house before 
him! — that house the third lo the river—the only one with the 
arched porch described by Sybill. He lifted the light and holy 
burthen in his strong arms — he gained the door: lo his astonish¬ 
ment , it was open — a light burned on the stairs — lie heard, in 
the upper room , the sound of whispered voices, and quick, soft 
footsteps, hurrying to and fro. Still bearing the insensible form of 
his companion, he ascended the staircase, and entered at once 
upon a chamber, in which , by a dim lamp, lie saw sonic fvvo or 
three persons assembled round a bed in the recess. A grave man 
advanced to him, as he paused at the threshold — 

“Whom seek you?” 

“ The Lady Longucville.” 

The hist of the IJarons. 11. 
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“Hush!” 

“Who needs me?” said a faint voice, burn Ihc curtained 
recess. * 

“My pame is Nevilc,” answered Marmaduke, with straight¬ 
forward brevity. “Mistress Syl>ill Warner told me of this house, 
where I conic for an hour’s shelter to my companion, the Lady 
Anne, daughter of the Karl of Warwick.” 

Marmadukc resigned his charge to an"old worry n, • who was the 
nurse in that sick chamber, and who lifted the hood, and chafed 
the pale, cold hands of the young maiden; — the Knight then 
strode to the recess. The Lady of Longuevillc was on the bed af 
death — an illness of two days had brought her to the brink of the 
grave, — but there was in her eye and countenance a restless and 
preternatural animation, and her voice was clear and shrill, as she 
said — 

“Why does the daughter of Warwick, the Yorkist, seek re¬ 
fuge in the house of the fallen and childless Lancastrian?” 

* “Swear, by thy hopes in Christ, that thou wilt tend and guard 
her while I seek the Karl, and I reply.” 

“ Stranger, my name is Longuevillc — my birth noble — those 
pledges of hospitality and trust arc stronger than hollow oaths. 
Say on! ” 

“Because, then,” whispered the Knight, after waiving the 
bystanders from the spot — “because the Karl’s daughter (lies 
dishonour in a King’ftpalace, and her Insulter is the King!” 

Before the dying woman could reply , Anne, recovered hj the 
cares of the experienced nurse, suddenly sprung to the recess, and 
kuccling by the bedside, exclaimed, wildly — 

“ Save me! — hide me! save me! ” 

“ Go and seek the Earl, whose right hand destroyed my House 
and his lawful Sovereign’s throne — go! 1 will live till he arrives!” 
said the childless widow', and a wild gleam of triumph shot over 
her haggard features. 
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Mil. 

* 

Tht' group round the rTeath-hnd of the Lancastrian wiilo\j. 

Thk dawning sun gleamed through grey clouds upon a small 
troop of nifn, armed in haste, who were grouped round a covered 
litter by the outer door of the Lady Longueville’s house; while in 
the death-cjtfimb»r, the Earl of Warwick, with a face as pale as 
the dying woman’s, stood beside the bed — Anne calmly leaning 
on his breast, her eyes closed, and tears yet moist on their long 
frin&es^ 

“Ay — ay — ay!” said the Lancastrian noblewoman, “ye 
men of wrath and turbulence, should reap what ye have sown! 
This is the king for whom ye dethroned f lie sainted Henry! fin's 
the man for whom ye poured forth the blood of England’s best! 
IIa — ha! — Look down from Heaven, my husband, my martyr- 
sons ! The daughter of your mightiest foe flies to this lonely 
hearth — flics to the death-bed of the powerless woman for refuge 
from the foul Usurper whom that Foe placed upon the throne! ” 

'‘Spare me,” muttered Warwick, iu a low voice, and be¬ 
tween his grinded teeth. The room had been cleared, and Doctor 
tiodard (the grave man who had first accosted Marmadukc, and 
who was the priest summoned to the dying,) alone — saui the 
scarce conscious Anne herself — witnessed the ghastly and awful 
conference. * 

“Hush, daughter,” said the man of peace, lifting the solemn 
crucifix — “calm thyself to holier thoughts.” 

The Lady impatiently turned from the Priest, and grasping the 
strong right arm of Warwick with her shrivelled and trembling 
fingers, resumed, in a voice that struggled to repress the gasps 
which broke its breath — 

“But thou —oh, thou, wilt bear this indignity! thou, the 
* chief of England's Barons* wilt see no dishonour in the rank love 
ot the vilest of England's kings! Oh, yes, ye Yorkists have the 
hearts of varlcts — not of meu and fathers i ” 

“ By the symbol from which thou tumesf, woman! ” exclaimed 
the Earl, giving vent to the fury which the presence of Death had 
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before suppressed — “by Him, to whom mornflig and night I have 
knelt in grateful blessing for the virtuous life oFlhis beloved child, 
I will have such revenge on the recrcanf whom I Kinged, As shall 
live in thp Rolls of England till the trump of the Judgment Angel! ” 
“Father,” said Anne, startled by her father’s vehemence, from 
hbr half-swoon, half-sleep—“Father, think no more of the past — 
lake me to my mother! I want the clasp of my mother’s arms! ” 
“Leave us — leave the dying. Sir Earl and Sor,” 'said Godard. 
“I, too. am Lancastrian — I too would laydown my life for tho 
holy Henry; but I shudder, in the hour of death, to hear yon 
pale lips, that should pray for pardon, preach to thee of revengfe.” 

“Revenge!” shrieked out the Dame of Longuevillc, as, 
sinking fast and fast, she caught the word — “Revenge! Thou 
hast sworn revenge on Edward of York, Lord Warwick — sworn 
it, in the chamber of death — in the ear of one who will carry that 
word to the Hero-Dead of a hundred battle’-Gelds! Ha — the sun 
has risen! Priest — Godard — thine arms — support. — raise — 
bear me to the casement! Quick — quick! I would sec my king 
once more! Quick — quick! and then — then — I will hear thee 
pray! ” 

The Priest, half eluding, yet half in pity, bore the dying 
woman to the casement. She motioned to him to open it: he 
obeyed. The sun, just above the welkin, shone over the lordly 
Thames, gilded the gloomy fortress of the Tower, and glittered 
upon the window of Henry's prison. 

“There — there! It is he — it is my king! Hither, — Lord, 
rebel Karl—hither. Behold your sovereign ! Repent, revenge!” 

With her livid and outstretched hand, the Lancastrian pointed 
to the huge Wakefield Tower. The Earl’s dark eye beheld, in 
the dim distance, a pale and reverend countenance, recognised 
even from afar. The dying woman fixed her glazing eyes upon the 
wronged and mighty Baron, and suddenly her arm fell to her side, 
the face became set as into stone, the l$sl breath of life gurgled 
within, and fled, —and still those glazing eyes were fixed on the* 
Earl’s hueless face; and still in his ear, and echoed by a thousand 
passions in his heart — thrilled the word which had superseded 
prayer, and in which the sinner's soul had flown — hkvkm.k! 
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BOOK IX. 

thk wanderers and the exiles 


I. 

How the great Raron becomes, as great a rebel. 

Hiltard was yet asleep in the chamber assigned to him as his 
prison, when a rough grasp shook off his slumbers, and he saw 
the Karl before him , with a countenance so changed from its usual 
open majesty — so dark and sombre, that he said, involuntarily, 
“ You send me to the doomsman — 1 am ready ! ” 

“Hist, man! Thou hatest Edward of York? ” 

“ An’ it were my last word — yes ! ” 

“Give me thy hand — wc arc friends! Gape not at me with 
those eyes of wondtfr — ask not the why nor wherefore ! This last 
night gave Edward a rebel more in Richard IS’evile. A steed wails 
thee at'iny gates — ride fast to young Sir Robert Welles w ith this 
letter. Bid him not he dismayed; hid hifti hold out - for ere 
many days are past, Lord Warwick and it may be, also, the Duke 
of Clarence will join their force with his. Mark, I say not that I- 
am for Henry of Lancaster — I say only that I am againsl Edward 
of York. Farewell, and when we meet again, blessed be the arm 
that lirst cuts its way to a tyrant’s heart! ” 

Without another word, Warwick left the chamber. Hilyard, 
at first, could not believe bis senses; but as he dressed himself in 
, haste, he pondered ov«jr all those causes of dissension which had 
long notoriously subsisted between Edward and the Earl, and re¬ 
joiced that the prophecy he had long so shrewdly hazarded was at 
last fulfilled. Descending the stairs, he gained the gate, where 
Marmadukc awaited him, while a groom held a stout haquenre. 



(as the common riding-horse was then called^ whose points and 
breeding promised speed and endurance. t 

“Mount, Master nobinsaid Marmaduke; “ I little thought 
we shoi'jd ever ride as friends together! Mount — our way for 
some miles out of London is the same. You go into Lincolnshire 
— I .into the shire of Hertford.” 

“And for the same purpose?” asked Hilvard, as he sprung 
on his horse, and the two men rode briskly on. '• 

“Yes I” 

“Lord Warwick is changed at last.” 

“At last!” 

“ For long?” 

“Till death! ” 

“Good — l ask no more!” 

A sound of hoofs behind, made the Franklin turn his head, 
and he saw a goodly troop, armed to the teeth, emerge from the 
Earl's house and follow the lead of Marmaduke. 

Meanwhile Warwick was closeted with Montagu. 

Worldly as the latter was, and personally attached to Edward, 
he was still keenly alive to all that touched the honour of his 
House; and his indignation at the deadly insult offered to his niece 
was even more loudly expressed than that of the tiery Earl. 

“To deem,” he exclaimed, “to deem Elizabeth Wood^illc 
worthy of his throne.,, and to see in Anne ISevile one only worthy 
to be his Ieman! ” 

“Ay!” said the Earl, with a calmness perfectly terrible, from 
its unnatural contrast to his ordinary heat, when hut slightly 
chafed, “Ay! thou sayest it! But betranquil — cold — cold as 
iron, and as hard! We must scheme now, not storm and threaten 
•—I never schemed before! You are right — honesty is a fool’s 
policy! Would I had known this but an hour before the news 
reached me ! I have already dismissed oup friends to their different 
districts, to support King Edward’s cause — he is still King — a 
little while longer King! • Last night, I dismissed them — last 
night, at the very hour when — O God give me patience!” He 
paused, and added, inalowvoicc, “Yet — yet — how long the 



moments arc — how long! Ere the sun sets, Edward, I trust, 
will in my power!” 

“How?” 

“ He goes, to-day, to the More — he will not go tjpc less for 
what hath chanced; he will trust to the Archbishop to make his 
peace with me — churchmen arc not fathers! Marinadukc.Ncviltf 
hath my orders -a hundred armed men, who would march against 
the Fiend lnmsIHf, if I said the word, w ill surround the More, and 
seize the guest! ” 

# “ But. what then? .Who, //"Edward -1 dare not say the word; 
— iq/io is to succeed him?” 

•‘Clarence is the male heir!” 

“ But with what face to the People — proclaim — ” 

“There — there it is!” interrnpted Warwick. “I have 
thought of that — 1 have thought of all things; my mind seems to 
have traversed worlds since daybreak! True! all commotion to 
he successful must have a cause that men can understand. ’Ne¬ 
vertheless , you , Montagu — you have a smoother tongue than I; 
go to our friends — to those who hate Edward — seek them, sound 
them !" 

“And name to them Edward’s infamy ! ” 

“‘Sdealh, dost thou think it! Thou, a Monthcrmer and 
Montagu! proclaim to England the foul insult to the hearth of an 
English gentleman and peer! feed every ribald Bourdour with 
song and roundel of Anne's virgin shame! flow King Edward stole 
to her room at the dead of night, and wooed and pressed, and 
swore, and — God of Heaven, that this hand were on his throat! 
No, brother, no! there are some wrongs we may not tell — 
tumours and swellings of the heart, which arc eased not till blood 
can flow!” 

During this conference between the brothers, Edward, in his 
palace, was seized with consternation and dismay on hearing that 
the Lady Anne could not be found in her chamber. He sent 
forthwith to summon Adam Warner to his presence, and learned 
from the simple sage, who concealed nothing, the mode in which 
Anne had fled from the Tower. ,Thc King abruptly dismissed 
Adam, after a few hearty curses and vague threats; and awaking 
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to the necessity of inventing some plausible stbry, to account to 
the wonder of the Court for the abrupt disappearance of his guest, 
he saw that the person who could best originate and circulate such 
a tale wos the Queen; and he sought her at once, with the reso¬ 
lution to choose his confidant in the connexion most rarely 
honoured by martial trust, in similiar offences. He, howexer, 
so softened his narrative as to leave it but a venial error. He bad 
been indulging over-freely in the wine-cup — he. baa walked into 
the corridor, for the refreshing coolness of the air — he had seen 
the. figure of a female whom he did not recognise; and a few 
gallant words, he scarce remembered what, had been miscon¬ 
strued. On perceixing whom be had thus addressed, he. hail 
sought to soothe the anger or alarm of the Lady Anne; but still 
mistaking his intention, she had hurried into Warner’s chamber 
— he had followed her thither — and now she had fled the palace. 
Such was his story, told lightly and laughingly, hut ending 
with a grave enumeration of the dangers his imprudence had 
incurred. 

Whatever Elizabeth felt, or however she might interpret the 
confession, she acted with her customary discretion; affected, 
after a few tender reproaches, to place implicit credit in her Lord’s 
account, and volunteered to prevent all scandal by the probable 
story, that the Earl, being prevented from coming in person for 
his daughter, as he had purposed, by fresh news of the rebellion 
which might call him from Loudon with the early day, had com¬ 
missioned his kinsman Marmadukc to escort her home. The quick 
perception of her sex told her that, whatever licence might have 
terrified Anne into so abrupt a flight, the haughty Earl would 
shrink no less than Edward himself from making public an insult 
which slander could well distort into the dishonour of his 
daughter; and that whatever pretext might be invented, Warwick 
would not deign to contradict it. And as, despite Elizabeth’s 
hatred to the Earl, and desire of permanent breach between 
Edward and his Minister, she could not, as Queen, Wife, and 
Woman, but be anxious that some cause more honourable in 
Edward, and less odious to the people, should be assigned for 
quarrel, —• she earnestly recommended the King to repair at once 



lo the More, as hadfoeen before arranged, and to spare no pains, 
^disdain ^10 expressions of penitence and humiliation, to secure 
the mediation of the Archbishop. His mind somewhat relieved-by 
this interview and counsel, the King kissed Elizabeth wit/affec¬ 
tionate gratitude, and relumed to his chamber to prepare for his 
departure #o the Archbishop’s palace. But then, remembering 
that Adam anrj Sybil I possessed his secret, he resolved at once to 
banislj them froifl the Tower. For a moment he thought of the 
dungeons of his fortress — of the rope of his doomsman ; but his 
conscience at that hour was sore and vexed. His fierceness hum¬ 
bled by the sense of shame, he shrunk from a new crime; and, 
moreover, his strong common sense assured him that the testi¬ 
mony of a shunned and abhorred Wizard ceased lo lie of wcigiil 
the moment it was deprived of the influence it took from the pro¬ 
tection of a King. He gave orders for a boat to lie in readiness i>y 
the gale of St. Thomas, again summoned Adam into his presence, 
and said, briefly, “Master Warner, the London mechanics cry 
so loudly against thine invention, for lessening labour and starving 
the poor, the sailors on the wharfs arc so mutinous, at the thought 
of vessels without rowers, that, as a good king is bound, I yield 
to the voice of my People, tio home, then, at once: the Queen 
dispenses with thy fair daughter’s service - - the damsel accom¬ 
panies thee. A boat awaits ye at the stairs; a guard shalf attend 
ye to your house. Think what has passed within these walls lias 
been a dream; a dream that, if told, is dcartiful — if concealed 
and forgotten, hath no portent! ” 

Without waiting a reply, the King called from the ante-room 
one of his gentlemen, and gave him special directions as to the 
departure and conduct of the worthy scholar and his gentle 
daughter. Edward next summoned before him the warder of the 
gate, learned that he alone was privy to the mode of his guest’s 
flight, and deeming it best to leave at large no commentator on the 
t%le he had invented, sentenced the astonished warder to three 
months’ solitary imprisonment — for appearing before him with 
soiled boson! An hour afterwards , the King, with a small though 
gorgeous retinue, was on his way to the More. 

The Archbishop had, according to his engagement, assembled 




in his palace the more powerful of the discontented Seigneurs; 
and his eloquence had so worked upon them, 'that Edward beheld, 
on entering the hall, only countenances of cheerful loyalty and 
respectful welcome. After the lirst greetings, the Prelate, ac¬ 
cording to the custom of the day, conducted Edward into a cham¬ 
ber, that he might refresh himself with a brief rest a id the bath, 
previous to the banquet. 

Edward seized the occasion , and told his file; tout, however 
softened, enough was left to create the liveliest dismay in his 
listener. The lofty scaffolding of hope, upon which the ambjtiotis 
Prelate was to mount to the Papal Throne seemed to crumble into 
the dust. The King and the Earl were equally necessary to the 
schemes of George Nevile. lie chid the Itoyal Layman with more 
than priestly unction for his offence; but Edward so humbly con¬ 
fessed his fault, that the Prelate at length relaxed his brow, and 
promised to convey his penitent assurances to the Earl. 

“Not an hour should be lost,” he said; “the only one who 
can soothe his wrath is your Highness’s mother, our noble kins¬ 
woman. Permit me to dispatch to her Grace a letter, praying 
her to seek the Earl, while I write by the same courier to 
himself.” 

“Be it all as you will,” said Edward, dolling his surcoat, 
and dipping his hands in a perfumed ewer, “1 shall not know 
rest till t have knelj to the Lady Anne, and won her pardon.” 

The Prelate retired , and scarce had he left the room when Sir 
John Itatcliffe * one of the King’s retinue, and in wailiug on his 
person, entered the chamber, pale and trembling. 

“My Liege,” he said, in a whisper, “I fear some deadly 
treason awaits you. I have seen, amongst the trees below this 
tower, the gleam of steel; l have crept through the foliage, and 
counted no less than a hundred armed men - their leader is Sir 
Mamadnkc Nevile , Earl Warwick’s kinsman! ” 

* Afterwards Lord Fitzwalter. See Lingard, note, vol. iii., p. 3t<T, 
quarto edition, for the proper date to be assigned to this royal \isit to the 
More;— a date we have here adopted--not as Sharon Turner and others 
place it, viz., — (upon the authority of Beanie's Fragiu.. 302, which sub¬ 
sequent events disprove,) "fter the open rebellion of Warwick, but just 
bfj'ore it — that is, not after Easier, but before Lent. 
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“TIa! ” mutter 'd the King, and his bold face fell — “ 

• the Karl’s revenge so soon?” 

“And,” continued lUtcliflc, “I overheard Sir Marmadukc 
say, ‘Th& door of the Garden Tower is unguarded — /ail the 
signal!’ Fly, my Liege! Hark! even now, I hear the rattling of 
arms •” m • * 

The King stole to the casement — the day was closing; the 
foliage grew ifiiclFand dark around the wall: lie saw an armed man 
emerge from the shade — a second, and a third. 

“ You are right, llatclifle! Flight — but how?" 

'‘This way, my Liege. By the passage I entered, a stair 
winds to a door on the inner court; there, I have already a 
steed in waiting. Deign, for precaution, to use my hat and 
manteline.” 

The King hastily adopted the suggestion, followed the noiseless 
steps of Katclifle , gained the door, sprung on his steed, and 
dashing right through a crowd assembled by the gale, galloped 
alone and fast, untracked by human enemy, but goaded by the 
foe that mounts the rider’s steed — over field, over fell, over dyke, 
thorough hedge, and in the dead of night, reined in, at last, be¬ 
fore the royal lowers of Windsor. 

II. 

Many things briefly told. , 

Tiie events that followed the King’s escape were rapid and 
startling. The Barons assembled at the More, enraged at Ed¬ 
ward’s seeming distrust of them, separated in loud anger. The 
Archbishop learned the cause from one of his servitors, whode- 
terted Marmaduke’s ambush , hut he was too wary to make known 
a circumstance suspicious to himself. He flew to London, and 
engaged the mediation of the Duchess of York to assist his own.* 

The Karl received their joint overtures with stern and ominous 
coldness , and abruptly repaired to Warwick, taking with him the 
Lady Anne. There he was joined, the same day, by the Duke 
and Duchess of Clarence. 

Lingard. See for the dates, Fabyan, 637. 
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The Lincolnshire rebellion gained hcadi: Edward made a 
dexterous feint in calling, by public commission, upon .Clarence 
and Warwick to aid in dispersing it; if they refused, the odium 
of flrst'taggression would seemingly rest with them. Clarence, 
more induced by personal ambition than sympathy with Warwick’s 
wrong, incensed by his brother’s recent slights, looking to Ed¬ 
ward’s resignation and his own consequent accession to the throne, 
and inflamed by the ambition and pride of a wifif’whoiw he at once 
feared and idolized, went hand in heart with the Earl: but not 
one lord and captain whom Montagu had sounded lent favour to 
the deposition of one brother .for the advancement of live next. 
Clarence, though popular, was loo young to be respected: many 
there were who would rather have supported thcEarl, if an aspirant 
to the throne; hut that choice, forbidden by the Earl himself, 
there could be but two parties in England — the one for Ed¬ 
ward IV., the other for Henry VI. 

Lord Montagu had repaired to Warwick Castle, to com¬ 
municate in person this result of his diplomacy. The Earl, whose 
manner was completely changed, no longer frank and hearty, but 
close and sinister, listened in gloomy silence. 

“And now,” said Montagu, with the generous emotion of a 
man whose nobler nature was stirred deeply, “ if you resolve on 
war with Edward - though nought yet is ripe for it, and defeat 
seems probable — I am willing to renounce my own ambition, the 
hand of a king’s daughter for my son — so that 1 may avenge the 
honour of our common name. I confess that I have so loved 
Edward that I would fain pray you to pause, did I not distrust 
myself, lest in such delay, his craft should charm me back to the 
old affection. ISatheless, to your arm, and your great soul, I 
have owed all, ami if you arc resolved to strike the blow, l am 
ready to share the hazard.” 

The Earl turned away his face , and wrung his brother’s hand. 

“Our father, methiuks, hears thee from the grave! ” said lyi, 
solemnly, and there was a loug pause. At length Warwick re¬ 
sumed : “Return to London; seem to take no share in my actions, 
whatever they be; if I fail, why dreg thee into my min?— and 
vet. trust me, I am rash and tierce no more. lie who sets his 
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heart on a great object suddenly becomes wise. When a throne is 
in the dust — when from St. Paul’s Cross a voice goes forth, to 
tfarlisle Sml the Land’s Kntj, proclaiming the reign of Edward the 
Fourth is past and gone — then, Montagu, I claim thy p^nnisc 
of aid and fellowship — not before! ” 

Meanwhile, the King, eager to dispel thought in action, rusheef - 
in person against the rebellious forces. Stung by fear into cruelty, 
he beheaded^-tiga'vist all kingly faith, his hostages. Lord Welles 
and Sh- Thomas Pymokc, summoned Sir Robert Welles, the 
leader of the revolt, to surrender; received for answer, “that Sir 
Rob At Welles would not trust the perlidy of the man who had 
murdered his father! ” — pushed on to Erpinghain, defeated the. 
rebels in a signal battle, and crowned his victory by a scries of 
ruthless cruelties — committed to the fierce and learned Karl of 
Worcester, “Butcher of England.” + With the prompt vigour 
and superb generalship which Edward ever displayed in war, he 
then cut his gory way to the force which Clarence and Warwick 

* Stowe. Warkworlh Chronicle -- (tout. Croyl. Lord Worcester 
ordered Glapliam, (a squire to Lord Warwick,) and nineteen others, 
gentlemen and yeomen, to he impn/ed, and from the horror the spectacle 
inspired, and the universal odium it attached to Worcester, it is to lie 
feared that the unhappy men were still sensible to the agony of this in¬ 
fliction. though they appear first to have been drawn, and partially 
hanged; — outrage confined only to the dead /todies of rebels, being loo 
common at that day to have excited the indignation which attended the 
sentence Worrester passed on his victims. It is in vyih that some writers 
would seek to cleanse the memory of this learned nobleman from the 
stain of cruelly, by rhetorical remarks on the improbability that a culti¬ 
vator of letters should lie of a ruthless disposition. The general philo¬ 
sophy of this defence is erroneous. In ignorant ages, a man of superior 
acquirements is not necessarily made humane by the cultivation of his 
intellect; on the contrary, he loo often Icarus to look upon the un¬ 
educated herd as things of another clay. Of this truth all history is 
pregnant — witness the accomplished tyrants or Greece, (he profound 
and cruel intellect of the Italian Borgias. Bichard the Third and Henry 
the Kighlh were both highly educated for their age. But in the case of 
Tyiiofi, Lord Worcester, tliy evidence of his cruelly is no less incon¬ 
testable than that which proves his learning — the Croyland historian 
alone is unimpeachable. Worcester’s popular name of “the Butcher” is 
sufficient testimony in itself. The people are often mistaken, to be sure, 
but can scarcely be so upon the one point — whether a man who has sate 
in judgment on themselves be merciful or cruel. 
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(though their hostility was still underlain]) had levied, with the 
Intent to join the defeated rebels. He sentf his herald, Harter 
King-al-arins, to summon the Karl am] the Duke to appe.fr before 
him wiyhin a certain day. The time expired; he proclaimed them 
traitors, and offered rewards for their apprehension ! * 

fv> sudden had been Warwick’s defection — so rapid the King's 
movements that the Karl had not time to mature his resources, 
assemble his vassals , consolidate his schemes. «Mis* very prepara¬ 
tions, upon the night on which Kdward had repaid his senr. es by 
such hideous ingratitude, had manned the country with armies 
against himself, dirt hut with a scanty force collected in h‘Istc, 
(and which consisted merely of his retainers, in the single shire of 
Warwick,) the march of Edward cut him off from the counties in 
which his name was held most dear — in which his trumpet could 
raise up hosts. 1 It*, was disappointed in the aid he bar! expected 
from his powerful but self-interested, brother-in-law, Lord 
Stanley. Kevcnge had become nrore dear to him than life: life 
must not be hazarded, lest revenge be lost. On still marched the 
King; and the day that bis troops entered Exeter, Warwick, the 
females of his family, with Clarence, and a small but armed 
retinue, took ship from Dartmouth, sailed for Calais, (before 
which town, while at anchor, Isabel was confined of her first¬ 
born) — to the Earl’s rage and dismay , his deputy Vauelerc lired 
upon his ships. Warwick then steered on towards Normandy, 
captured some l'lcif.ish vessels by the way, in token of defiance to 
the Earl’s old Burgundian foe — and lauded at Harbour— where 
he and his companions were received with royal honours by the 
Admiral of France, and liually took their way to the Court of 
Louis XL, at Ainboisc. 

“The danger is past for ever! ” said King Edward , as the wine 
sparkled in his goblet. “ Rebellion bath lost its head - - and now, 
indeed, and for the lirst time a monarch, I reign alone! ” * * 

• 

* One thousand pounds in nioncx . or one hundred pounds a-xenr in 
land : an immense reward for that dax. 

” Before leaving Knglatid , Warwick and Clarence arc generally said 
to have fallen in with Anthony Woodxillo and Lord Audlcx , ami ordered 
them to execution; from which Ibex were ,axed In a Dorselshiic gentle- 
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.* The plot of the hostel. — Tito maul anil tin* scholar in their home. 

Tint country was still disturbed, and the adherents, wlfethcr 
of Henry or the Karl, still rose, in many an outbreak , though pre¬ 
vented froir? swelling into one common army by the extraordinary 
vigour not only. of^Kdward, hut of (iluueester and Hastings, — 
when cyie niftming, just after the events thus rapidly related, the 
hostel of Master Sancroft, in the suburban parish ol'Marybone, 
rejoiced in a motley crowd of customers and topers. 

Some half score soldiers, returned in triumph from the royal 
camp, sate round a table placed agreeably enough in the deep re- 
eess made by the large jutting lattice; with them were mingled 
about as many women, strangely and gaudily elad. These last 
were all young; one or two, indeed, little advanced from <-hdd - 
hood. It lit there was no expression of youth in their hard and 
sinister featurescoarse paint supplied the place of bloom; the 


man. Katie, who, though his history is not without greal mistakes, is 
well worth reading, to those whom tlie* character of Lord Warw irk max 
interest, says, that ihc Karl had “too miieli magnanimity input Itiem 
to death iliiiueiliatcl) , according to the common pracliee ol the limes, 
amt null imprisoned them in the custle of Wardimr, l'loiu wlienee they 
were '•non rescued hv John Thornhill, a gentleman of Dorsetshire.'’ 
The whole of this story is. however. absolutely enntradicted by the 
Warkwortli Khroniclc, (p. it. edited by Mr. Ilalliwcll, /according lo which 
authority Anthony Woodsillc was at that lime commanding a Heel upon 
the Channel, which waylaid Warwick on Ins voyage; but the siicccs 
therein attributed to the gallant Anthony . in dispersing 01 seizing all the 
Karl's ships, sa\c the one that bore the Karl himself and bis family, is 
prosed to be purely fabulous, by the Karl’s well-attested capture ol the 
flemish vessels. ns he passed from Kalai- to the coasts of Noi mainly, 
an exploit he could never have performed with a single vessel of his 
own. It is very probable that the story of Anthony Wooilville's capture 
and peril at this time originates in a misadventure many years before, 
■ ml recorded in tin* 1'aslon letters, as well as in the Chronicles. — In 
thi*year H.V.I, Anthony WooiTville and his father. Lord Itivers, ft lien 
zealous Lancastrians.) really did tall into (he hands of the Karl of March 
tKdwnrd 1 \ .). Warwick and Salisbury, and'got off with a sound “rating” 
upon the rude language which such “knaves’ sons” and " little squires " 
had held to those “ who were of king's blood.” 



very youngest had a wrinkle on her brow; their forms wanted the 
round and supple grace of early years. Living principally in the 
open air, trained from infancy lo feats of activity, thcir^-musclcs 
were V>arp and prominent — their aspects had something of mas¬ 
culine audacity and rudeness; health itself seemed in them more 
loathsome than disease. Upon those faces of bronze, vice had set 
its inellalde, unmistaken seal. To those eyes never'nad sprung 
the tears of compassion or woman’s gentle sorroy; on those brows 
never had Hushed the glow of modest shame; their very voices half 
hdied their.sex — harsh, anil deep, and hoarse — their laughter 
loud and dissonant. Some amongst them were not dcstitute.of a 
certain beauty, hut it was a beauty of feature with a comilion hi- 
deousness of expression —an expression at once cunning, bold, 
callous, and licentious. Wonianlcss, through the worst vices oT 
woman - - passionless, through the premature waste of passion — 
they stood between the sexes like foul and monstrous anomalies, 
made up and fashioned from the rank depravities of both. These 
creatures seemed lo have newly arrived from some long wayfa¬ 
ring their shoes and the hems of their robes were covered with 
dust and mire — their faces were heated, and the veins in their 
hare, sinewy, sunburned arms were swollen by fatigue. Each 
had beside her on the floor a timbrel — each wore at her girdle a 
long knife in its sheath : well that the sheaths hid the blades, for 
not one — not even that which yon cold-eyed child of fifteen 
xx ore — hut had onnits steel the dark stain of human blood ! 

The presence of soldiers fresh from the scene of action had na¬ 
turally brought into the hostel several of the idle gossips of the 
suburb, and these stood round the table, drinking into their large 
cars the boasting narratives of the soldiers. At a small table, 
apart from the revellers, but evidently listening with attention to 
all the news of the hour, sate a Friar, gravely discussing a mighty 
tankard of hufl'cap, and ever and anon, as he lifted his hood for 
the purpose of drinking, glancing a wanton eye at one of the 
lymbcsleres. 

“But an’ you had seen,” said a trooper, who was the mouth¬ 
piece of his comrades — “an* you had seen the raptrils run when 
King Edward himself led the charge! Jfairy, it xvas like a cat in a 
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rabbit burrow! Easy to see, I trow, that Earl Warwick was noi 
tunongsyhem ! IIis men, at least, fight like devils! ” 

“But there was one tafl fellow’,” said a soldier, settin^dowr 
his tankard , “who made a good fight and dour, and but forint 
and my comrades, would have cut his way to the King.” 

“Ay —»ay — true! we saved his Highness, and ought to have 
been knighted — but there’s no gratitude now-a-days ! ” 

“And who wtA this doughty warrior?” asked one of the by¬ 
standers , who secretly favoured the rebellion. 

“Why, it was said that he was Robin of Redesdalc. He whe 
fought lyy Lord Montagu off York.” 

“Our Robin!” exclaimed several voices. “Ay, hcwascvci 
a brave fellow — poor Robin! ” 

‘“Your Robin,’ and ‘poor Robin,’ varlets!” cried the prin 
cipal trooper. ‘‘Have a care! What do ye mean by your Robin?’ 

“Marry, Sir Soldier,” quoth a Butcher, scratching his head, 
and in a humblp voice — “craving your pardon, and the King's, 
this Master Robin sojourned a short time in this hamlet, and wa> 
a kind neighbour, and mighty glib of the longue. Don’t ye mind, 
neighbours,” he added, rapidly, eager to change the conversa¬ 
tion , “ how he made us leave off w hen we were just about burning 
Adam Warner, the old Nigfomanrcr, in lii.s den , yonder? Whc 
else could have done that? Rut an’ vve had known Robin had been 
a rebel to sweet King Edward, we’d have roasted him along with 
the Wizard! ” , 

One of the timbrel girls, the leader of the choir, her arm round 
a soldier’s neck, looked up at the last speech, and her eye fol¬ 
lowed the gesture of the Butcher, as he pointed through the open 
lattice to the sombre, ruinous abode of Adam Warner. 

“ Was that the house ye would have burned?” she asked, ab¬ 
ruptly. 

“ Yes; but Robin told us the King would hang those who took 
the. King’s blessed privilege of burning nigromancers on them¬ 
selves; and, sure enough, old Adam Warucr was advanced to 
be Wizard-in-chief to the King’s ow r n Highness a week or two 
afterwards.” 

The Friar had made a slight movement at the name of Warner; 

The fust of the Huron*, 11. 5 



he now pushed his stool nearer to the principal group, and drew 
his hood completely over his countenance. n 

‘{Ycal” exclaimed the Mechanic, whose son had been the 
innocent cause of the memorable siege to poor Adam’s dilapidated 
fortress , related in the first hook of this narrative — “ yea; and 
what did he when there? Did he not devise a horrih'c engine for 
the destruction of the poor — an engine that was to do all the work 
in Kngland by the devil’s help ? — so that if a'^ontlc’nan wanted a 
coat of mail, or a cloth tunic —- if his dame needed a Norwich 
worsted — if a yeoman lacked a plough or a wagon, or his good 
wife a pot or a kettle, they were to go , not to the armourer, and 
the draper, and the tailor, and the weaver, and the wheelwright 
and the blacksmith, — but, hey presto! Master Warner set his 
imps a churning, am| turned ye out mail and tunic i worsted and 
waggon, kettle and pot, spick and span new, from his brew- 
age of vapour and sea-coal! Oh, have 1 not heard enough of the 
Sorcerer from my brother, who works in the Chepe for Master 
Stnkton, the mercer! — and Master Sloklon was one of the wor¬ 
shipful deputies to whom the old Nigromanccr had the front to 
boast his devices.” 

“It is true,” said the Friar, suddenly. 

“Yes, reverend Father, it is true^,” said the Mechanic, doff¬ 
ing his cap, and inclining his swarthy face to this unexpected wit¬ 
ness of his veracity. A murmur of wrath and hatred was heard 
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amongst the bystanders. The soldiers indifferently turned to their 
female companions. There was a brief silence; and, involun¬ 
tarily, the gossips stretched over the table to catch sight of the 
house of so demoniac an oppressor of the poor. 

“Sec,” said the Baker, “the smoke still earls from the roof¬ 
top ! I heard he had come back. Old Madge, his handmaid, 
has bought simnel cakes of me the last week or so; nothiug less 
than the finest wheat serves him now, I frowc. However, right’s 
right, and—” 

“ Come back! ” cried the fierce Mechanic, “ the owl hath kept 
close in his roost! An’it were not for the King’s favour, 1 would 
soon see how the Wizard liked to have fire and water brought to 
hear against himself!” 
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“Sit down, sweetheart,” whispered one of the young tym- 
beslere^to the* last speaker — 

“Como ki3> me, my darling. 

Warm kisses 1 trade for—" 

“Avaunt!” quoth the Mechanic, grufUy, and shaking off the 
seductive arm of the tvmhestere— “Avaunt! I have neither Tide 
nor halfpence for thee and thine. Out on thee — a child of thy 
years ! a rope's efld to thy back were a friend’s best kindness ! ” 

Tt*c girl’s eyes sparkled, site instinctively put her hand to her 
knile; then turning to a soldier by her side, she said— “Hear 
you*tli!)l, and sit still?” 

“Thunder and wounds!” growled the soldier thus appealed 
to — “more respect to the sex, knave; if I don’t break thy fool’s 
costard with my sword-hilt, it is only because lied (iriscll can take 
care of herself against twenty such lo/eis as thou. These honest 
girls have been to the wars with us; King Edward grudges no 
man his jolly fere. Speak tip for thyself, (iriscll! How many 
tall fellows didst thou put out of their pain, after the battle, of 
Losecole?” 

“Only live, Hal,” replied the cold-eyed girl, and showing 
her glittering teeth with the grin of a young tigress; “ but one 
was a captain. I shall do better next lime; it was my first battle, 
thou knowest! ” 

The more timid of the bystanders exchanged a glance of 
horror, and drew back. The Mechanic resumed sullenly — 

“1 seek no quarrel with lass or lover. I ant a plain, blunt 
man, with a wife and children, who arc dear to nte; and if I have 
a grudge to the Nigromanccr, it is because he glamoured my poor 
boy Tim. See! ” — and he caught up a blue-eyed, handsome hoy, 
who had been clinging to his side, and baring the child’s arm, 
showed it to the spectators: there was a large scar on^he limb, anti 
it was shrunk and withered. 

( “It was my own faulty’ said the little fellow, dcpreeatingly. 

The affectionate father silenced the sufferer with a cuff on Ihc 
check, and resumed — “Ye note, neighbours, the day when Ihc 
foul Wizard took this little one in his arms: well, three weeks 
• aftervv ai ds — that very day three weeks — as he was standing like 



a lamb by the fire, the good wife’s caldron seethed oicr, without 
reason or rhyme, and scalded his arm till it rivelled up Ijke a leaf 
in November; and if that is not glanioiir, why have we laws against 
witchcraft?” 

“True -true!” groaned the. chorus. 

The hoy, who had home his father's blow without Vi murmur, 
now again attempted remonstrance. “The hot writer went over 
the grey cat, loo, but Master Warner never bewitched hrr, 
daddy.” 

“lie takes his part! —You hear the dalTladdy? He take.s the 
old Nigromancer’s part — a sure sign of the witchcraft; -hut I ’ll 
leather it out of thee, I will!” — and the Mechanic again raised his 
weight} arm. The child did not this time await the blow: he 
•lodged under the butcher's apron, gained the door, and disap¬ 
peared. “And he leaches our own children to fly in our faces!” 
said the father, in a kind of whimper. 

The neighbours sighed , in commiseration. 

“Oh!” lie exclaimed, in a fiercer tone, grinding his teeth, 
and shaking his clenched fist towards Adam Warner’s melancholy 
house — “I say again, if the King did not protect the vile Sorcerer, 
I would free the land from his doOlrics, ere his black Master could 
conic to his help.” » 

“The Ring cares not a straw for Master Warner or his inven¬ 
tions, my son,” said a rough, loud voice. All turned, and saw 
the. Friar standing in the midst of the circle. “Know ye not, my 
children, that the King sent the wretch neck and crop out of the 
Palace, for having bewitched the Earl of Warwick and his Grace 
the Lord Clarence, so that they turned unnaturally against their 
own kinsman, his Highness. Hut ‘Manus malorum suos bonus 
breaket* — that is to say, — the fists of wicked men only whack 
their own btfties. Ye have all heard tell of Friar Bungey, my chil¬ 
dren?" 

“ Ay — ay! ” answered two or three in a breath — “a wizard, 
it’s true, and a mighty one; but he never did liarm to the poor, 
though they do say he made a quaint image of the Earl, and —” 

“Tut-—tut!” interrupted the Friar, “all Bungey did was to 
try to disenchant the Lord Warwick, whom yon miscreant had 
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spellbound. Poor Bungey! lie is a friend to the People; and when 
lie foum^lhat Master Adam was making a device for their ruin, he 
spared no toil, I assure ye*, to frustrate the iniquity. Oh . how 
he fasted and watched ! Oh, how many a lime iic fought;'tooth 
and nail, with the Devil in person, to get at (he infernal invention! 
for if he had that imention once in his hands, he could turn i>to 
good account % I can promise ye; and give ye rain for the green 
blade, and'Suu ftifc the ripe sheaf. But the fiend got the better at 
first; and King lid ward, bewitched himself for the moment, 
wouhJ have hanged l-'riar Buugey for crossing old Adam, if he had 
not call/nl three times, in a loud voice—‘Presto pepranxeiion ! ’ 
changed himself into a bird, and flown out of the w indow. As soon 
as Master Adam Warner found the field clear to himself, lie em¬ 
ployed his daughter to bewitch the Lord Hastings; he set brother 
against brother, and made the King and LordGeorge fall to logger- 
heads; he stirred up the rebellion, and where he would have 
stopped the foul fiend only knows, if your friend. Friar Bungey, 
who, though a wizard as you say, is only so for your benefit ("and 
a holy priest into the bargain^, had not, by aid of a good spirit 
whom he conjured up in the Island of Tarlary, disenchanted the 
King, and made him see in a dream what the villamms Warner 
was devising against his crown and his people, — whereon his 
Highness sent Master Warner and his daughter back to their roost, 
and, helped by Friar Bungey, beat his enemies out of the king¬ 
dom. So, if ye have a mind to save your children from mischief 
and malice, ye may set to work with good heart, always provided 
that ye touch not old Adam’s iron invention. Woe betide ye, if ye 
think to destroy (lint! Bring it safe to Friar Bungey, whom ye will 
find returned to the Palace, and journeymen’s wages will he a 
penny a day higher for the next ten years to come!” With these 
words the Friar threw down his reckoning, and moicd majestically 
to the door. 

, “ An’ I might trust you? ” said Tim’s father, laying hold of the 
Friar’s serge. 

“Ye may — ye may!” cried the leader of the tynibesteres, 
starting up from the lap of her soldier, “for it is Friar Bungey 
himself!" 
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A movement of astonishment ami terror was universal. 

“Friar Hungry himself!” repeated the hurley iippostor. 
“ Bight, lassie, right; and he now goes to the Palace of the Tower, 
to mimer good spells in King Kd ward's ear— spells to defeat the 
malignant ones, and to lower the price of beer. Wax wobisciim! ” 
With that salutation, more benevolent than accurate*., the I’riar 
vanished from the room; the chief of the lymbesterc^ leaped lightly 
on the tabic, put one foot on the soldier’s shothder, -ami sprang 
through the. open lattice. She found the Friar in the act of 
mounting a sturdy mule, which had been tied to a post by, the 
door. , 

“Fie, Graul Skellet! Fie, Graul!” said the conjurer. “Bc- 
spcct for my serge. We must not be noted together out of door in 
the daylight. There \s a groat for thee. Yade exccrabilis, — that 
is. Good day to thee, pretty Hogue!” 

“A word, Friar, a word. Wouldst thou have the old man 
burned , drowned, or torn piecemeal? lie hath a daughter, too, 
who once sought to mar our trade with her gitlern; a daughter, 
then in a kirtle I would not have dimmed from a hedge, hut whom 
I last saw in sarcenet and lawn, with a great lord for her fere.” 
The tymbestore’s eyes shone with malignant envy, as she added — 
“Graul Skellet loves not to sec those, who have worn worsted and 
say, walk in sarcenet and lawn! Graul Skellet loves not wenches 
who have lords for their feres, and yet who shrink from Graul and 
her sisters as the sound from the leper.” 

“Fegs,” answered the Friar, impatiently, “I know nought 
against the daughter— a pretty lass, but loo high for my kisses. 
And as for the father, I want not the man’s life — that is, not very 
specially — but his model, his mechanical. He may go free, if 
that can be compassed; if not — why, the model at all risks! 
Serve me in this.” 

“And thou wilttcarh me the last tricks of the cards, and thy 
great art of making phantoms glide by on the wall?” u 

“Bring the model intact, and I will leach thee, more, Graul;— 
the dead man’s candle, and the charm of the newt — and I ’ll give 
thee, to hoot, the caul of the Parricide, that thou hast prayed me 
so oft for. Hum ! — thou hast a girl in thy troop who hath a blink- 
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ing eye dial well pleases me; — hut go now, and obey me. Work 
before play — and grace before pudding!*’ 

* The i 1 ^mbestere nodded,, snapped her lingers in the air, and 
humming no holy ditty, returned to the house through IhejAloor- 
way. 

This slvgrt conference betrays to the reader the relations, nju— 
tually advantageous, which subsisted between the conjurer and the 
tymhesteres, 'TLfcir troop (the mothers, perchance, of the gene¬ 
ration 4\o treat of) had been familiar to the Friar in his old capacity 
of mountebank or tregelour, anti in his clerical and courtly eleva¬ 
tion? be did not disdain an ancient connexion that sorted him well 
•# 

with the populace; for these grim children of vice seemed present 
in everyplace , where pastime was gay, or strife was rampant; in 
peace, at the merry-makings and the hostels—in war, following 
the camp, and seen, at night, prowling through the battle-fields 
to dispatch the wounded and to rille the slain : — In merry-making, 
hostel, or in camp, they could thus still spread the fame of Friar 
Hungry, and uphold his repute both for terrible lore, and for hearty 
love of the commons. 

Nor was this all; both tymhesteres and conjurer were fortune¬ 
tellers by profession. They could interchange the anecdotes each 
picked up in their different lines. The tjmhcslerc could thus learn 
the secrets of gentle and courtier — the conjurer those of the artisan 
and mechanic. 

Unconscious of the formidable dispositions Jf their neighbours, 
Sybil! and Warner were inhaling the sweet air of the early spring 
in their little garden. His disgrace had aifcctcd the philosopher 
less than might he supposed. True, that the loss of the King's 
favour was the deferring indefinitely, - perhaps for life, — 
any practical application of his adored theory; and yet, somehow 
or other, the theory itself consoled him. At the worst, he should 
find some disciple , some ingenious student, more fortunate than 
himself, to whom he couhl bequeath the secret, and who, when 
Adam was in his grave, would teach the world to revere his name. 
Meanwhile, his tune was his own; he was lord of a home, though 
ruined and desolate; he was free, with his free thoughts; and 
therefore*, as he paced the narrow garden, his step was lighter. 
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bis mind less absent, than when parched with feverish fear and 
hope, for the immediate practical success of a principle which 
was to be tried before the hazardous* tribunal of prejudice and 
ignorJie'ce. 

“My child," said the sage,' “I feel, for the first time for 
years, the distinction of the seasons. I feel that we are walking 
in the pleasant spring. Young days come back to me like dreams; 
and I could almost think thy mother were r.uce more by my 
side! ” 

Sybili pressed her father’s hand, and a soft but melancholy 
sigh stirred her rosy lips. She, too, fell the balm of the young 
year; yet her father’s words broke upon sad and anxious musings. 
IS'ol to youth as to age, not to loving fancy as to halllcd wisdom, 
has seclusion charms that compensate for the passionate and active 
world! On coming back to the old house , on glancing round its 
mildewed walls, comfortless and bare, the neglected, weed- 
grown garden, Sybili bad shuddered in dismay. Had her am¬ 
bition fallen again into its old abject stale? Were all her hopes 
to restore her ancestral fortunes, to vindicate her dear father’s 
fame, shrunk into this slough of actual poverty — the butterfly’s 
wings folded back into the chrysalis shroud of torpor? The vast 
disparity between herself and Hastings had not struck her so 
forcibly at the court; here, at home, the very walls proclaimed 
it. When Edward had dismissed the unwelcome witnesses of his 
attempted crime, 'he had given orders that they should be con¬ 
ducted to their house through the most private ways. lie natu¬ 
rally desired to create no curious comment upon their departure. 
Unpcrceived by their neighbours, Sybili and her father had gained 
access by the garden gate. Old Madge received them in dismay; 
for she had been in the habit of visiting Sybili weekly at the palace, 
and had gained, in the old familiarity subsisting, then, between 
maiden and nurse, some insight into her heart. She bad cherished 
the foudest hopes for the fate of her youpg mistress; — and now, 
to labour and to penury bad the fate returned! The guard who 
accompanied them, according to Edward's orders, left some 
pieces of gold, which Adain rejected, but Madge secretly received 
and judiciously expended. And this was all their wealth. But 
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not of toil nor of penury in themselves thought Sybil!; she thought 
but of Hastings — wildly, passionately, .trustfully, unceasingly, 
of the absent Hastings. X)h! he would seek her — he would 
come — her reverse would but the more endear her t'/liim! 
Hastings fame not. She soon learned the wherefore. War 
tlireatenedjthc land - he was at his post, at the head of armies - 

Oh, with what panoply of prayer she sought to shield that 
beloved brepst ! j>ud now the old man spoke of the blessed spring, 
the holiday time of lovers and ofloxc, and the young girl, sighing, 
said to her mournful heart, “The world hath its sun. ~ where is 
mine?” 

The peacock strutted up to his poor protectors, and spread his 
plumes to the gilding beams. And then Sybill recalled the day 
when she had walked in that spot with Marniadukc, and he had 
talked of his youth, ambition, and lusty hopes, while, silent 
and absorbed, she had thought within herself, “could the world 
be open to me as to him, — l too have ambition, and it should 
gain its goal.” Now what contrast between the two — the Man 
enriched and honoured, if to-day in peril or in exile, to-morrow 
free to march forward still on his career — the world the country to 
him whose heart was hold and whose name was stainless! And 
she, the Woman, brought back to the prison-home, scorn around 
her, impotent to avenge, and forbid to fly! Wherefore? — Sybill 
felt her superiority of mind, of thought, of nature — Wherefore 
the contrast? The success was that of Man, the discomfiture that 
of Woman. Woe to the man who precedes his age, lml never 
yet has an age been iu which genius and ambition arc safe to 
woman! 

The father and the child turned into their house; the day was 
declining; Adam mounted to his studious chamber, Sybill sought 
the solitary servant. 

“What tidings, oh, what tidings! The war, you say, is 
ijver; the great Karl, hijp sweet daughter, safe upon the seas, 
but Hastings, oh, Hastings! what of him?” 

“My botinibel, nty lady-bird, i have none but good talcs to 
tell thee. I saw and spoke with a soldier who served under Lord 
Hastings himself; he is unscathed, he is in London. Hut they 
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say that one of his troops is quartered in the suburb, and that there 
is report of a rising in Htytfordshire.” 

“When will peace come to England and to me I”* sighed 
SybillX,. 


IV. 

. This world's jind.ire, and the wisdom of our auccslors. 

rt 

Tint night had now commenced, and Sybill was still {issuing 
— or, perhaps, listening not — to the soothing babble r >f the 
venerable servant. They were both seated in the little room‘.hat 
adjoined the hall, and their only light came through llic door 
opening on the garden— a grey, indistinct twilight, relieved by 
the few earliest stars. The peacock, his head under his wing, 
roosted on the balustrade, and the song of the nightingale, from 
amidst one of the neighbouring copses , which studded the ground 
towards the Chase of Marybonc, came soft and distant on the 
serene air. The balm and freshness of spring were fell in the 
dews, in the skies, in the sweet breath of young herb and leaf; — 
through the calm of ever-watchful Nature, it seemed as if you 
might mark, distinct and visible, minute after minute, the blessed 
growth of April into May. . 

Suddenly , Madge uttered a cry of alarm, and pointed towards 
the opposite wall. Sjbill, startled from her reverie, looked up, 
and saw something dusk and dwarf-like perched upon the crum¬ 
bling eminence. Presently this apparition leaped lightly into the 
garden, and the alarm of the women was lessened on seeing a 
voting boy creep stealthily over the grass, and approach the open 
door. 

“lleh, child!” said Madge, lising. “ What wanted ihmi?" 

“Hist, gammer, hist. Ah! the young mistress? That’s well. 
Hist, I say again.” The boy entered the room. “I 'in in time to 
save you. In half an hour your house will he broken into, perhaps 
burnt. The boys arc clapping their hands now at the thought ol 
the bonfire. Father and all the neighbours arc getting ready. Hark ! 
hark! No, it is only the wind ! The tymbestcrcs are to give note. 
When you hear their hells liuklc, the mob will meet. Itun for 
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your lives, you and the old man, and don't ever say it was poor 
Tim who told you this, for father would beat me to death. Ye can 
- still get ftirough the gardeminto the fields. Quick!” 

“1 will go to the master,” exclaimed Madge, hurrying from 
the room. 

The clTHd caught Sjbill’s cold band through the dark. “/fhcl 
Isay, mistress, ^if his worship is a wizard, don’t let him punish 
father and mother, or poor Tim, or his little sister; though Tim 
was <|ice naughty, and hooted Master Warner. Many, many, 
mai^y a time and oft have I seen that kind , mild face in my sleep, 
just asiwhcn it bent over me — while I kicked and screamed —and 
the poor gentleman said, ‘Thinkest thou L would harm thee.?' 
But he ’ll forgive me now, will he not? And when 1 turned the. 
seething water over myself, and they said it was all along of the 
wizard, my heart pained more than the arm. But they whip me, 
and groan out that the devil is in me, if I don’t say the kettle upset 
of itself! Oh, those tyrnhesteres! Mistress, did you ever see 
them? They fright me. If you could hear how they set on all the 
neighbours! Aud their laugh — it makes the hair stand on end; 
But you will get away, and thank Tint loo. Oh, / shall laugh then, 
wheu they find the old house empty! ” 

“May our dear Lord bless thee — bless thee, child,” sobbed 
Sybill, clasping the boy in her arms, and kissing him, while her 
tears bathed his cheeks. a 

A light gleamed on the threshold -- Madge, holding a candle, 
appeared with Warner, his hat and cloak thrown on in haste. 
“What is this?” said the poor scholar. “ Can it be true? Is man¬ 
kind so cruel? What have I done, woe is me! what have I done 
to deserve this?” 

“Come, dear father, quick," said Sybil!, drying her tears, 
and wakened, by the presence of the old man , at once into energy 
and courage. “ But put t thy hand on this boy’s head, aud bless 
‘him, for it is he who has, haply, saved us.” 

The hoy trembled a moment as the long-bearded face turned 
towards him, but when he caught and recognised those meek, 
sweet eyes , his superstition vanished, and it was but a holy aud 
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grateful awe that thrilled his young blood, as the old man placed 
both withered bauds over his yellow hair, and murmured -- 

“God shield thy youth — God mahe thy manhood worthy — 
God gf-e thee children in thine old age with hearts like thine!” 

Scarce had the prayer ceased when the clash of the timbrels, 
"•ith their jingling bells, was heard in the street. Once, twice, 
again, and a fierce yell closed in chorus, — caught up and echoed 
from corner to corner, from house to house. ' 

“ Hun — run ! ” cried the boy, turning while with terror, 1 , 

“But the Eureka - my hope — my Mind’s child!" exclaimed 
Adam, suddenly, and hailing at the door. 

“Eh — eh!” said .Madge, pushing him forward. “It is too 
hca\y to move : lliou couldsl not lift it. Think of thine own flesh 
and blood - of thy daughter — of her dead mother. Save her life 
if thou cares! not for thine own! ” 

“Go, Syhill, go — and thou, Madge — I will stay. What 
matters my life, it was but a Thought's servaut! Perish master — 
perish slaxe! ” 

“Father! unless you come with me I stir not. Fly, or perish! 
Your fate is mine! Another minute! Oh! heaven of mercy, that 
roar again ! We are both lost! ” 

‘ ‘ Go, Sir, go; they care not for your iron — iron cannot feci. 
They will not touch that! Have not your daughter's life upon your 
soul!” 

“Syhill — Sybil!, forgive me! Come!” said Warner, con¬ 
science-stricken at the appeal. 

Madge and the boy ran forwards — the old woman unbarred 
the garden gate — Sybill and her father went forth — the fields 
stretched before them calm and solitary — the boy leaped up, 
kissed Sybilfs pale cheek, aud then bounded across the grass, and 
vanished. 

“Loiter not, Madge. Conic!” cried Sybill. 

“Nay,” said the old woman, slirinkirg hack; “they bear no 
grudge to me; I am too old to do aught but burthen ye. I will slay, 
and perchance save the house and the chattels, and poor master's 
deft contrivance. Whist! thou knowest his heart would bicakif 
noue were by to guard it.” 
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With that the faithful servant thrust the broad pieces that yet 
‘remained of the King’s gift into the gipsire Sybill wore at her girdle, 
and (lieu closed and reharted the door before they could Retain 
her. 

“ ft is base to leave her,” said the Scholar-gentleman. 

The nrsble Sybill could not refute her father. Afar they heaetr 
the trampling of feet: suddenly, a dark red light shot up into the 
blue air, alight iYoni the flame of many torches. 

“ J'hc Wizard — the Wizard! Death to the Wizard, 'who would 
staye the poor!” yelled forth, and was echoed by a stern hurrah. 

A<Vun stood motionless, Sybill by his side. 

“The Wizard and his daughter!'’ shrieked a sharp single, 
voice, the voice of Graul the tymbostere. 

Adam turned. “Fly, my child - they now threaten thee. 
Come — come.—come;'” and taking her by the hand, he hurried 
her across the fields, skirting the hedge, their shadows dodging, 
irregular, and quaint, on the starlit sward. The lather had lost 
all thought — all care but for the daughter’s life. They paused at 
last, out of breath and exhausted: the sounds at the distance were 
lulled and hushed. They looked towards the direction of the home 
they had abandoned, expecting to see the flames destined to con¬ 
sume it reddening the sky; but all was dark, or, rather, no 
light save the holy stars and the rising moon offended the majestic 
heaven. 

“They cannot harm the poor old woman*, she hath no lore. 
On her gray hairs have fallen not the curse of men’s hate! ” said 
Warner. « 

“flight, father; when they found us flown, doubtless the 
cruel ones dispersed. Hut they may search yet for thee. I.ean ort 
me, I am strong and young. Another effort, and we gain the safe 
coverts of the Chase.” 

While jet the last word hung on her lips, they saw, on the 
ipath they had left, thedmrst of torchlight, and heard the mob 
hounding on their track. But-the thick copses, with their pale 
green leaves just budding into life, were hard at hand. On they 
fled: the deer started from amidst the entangled fern, but stood 
and gazed at them without fear; the* playful hares in the green al- 
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leys ceased nol their nightly sports at (lie harmless footsteps; and 
when at last, in the dense thicket, they sunk down on the mossy 
rooKof a giant oak, the nighlingales»o\er-hcad chanted as if in 
melancholy welcome. They were saved! 

But in their home Jicrcc faces glared in the tossing torchlight; 
the crowd, huHlcd by the strength of the door, scaled’ the wall, 
broke through the lattice-work of the hall window, and streaming 
through room after room, roared forth — “Death to the Wizard!"' 
Amidst the sordid dresses of the men, the soikd and fade** tinsel 
of the tymbesleres gleamed and sparkled. It w'as a scene trie, she 
fiends revelled in — dear were outrage and rnalioc, and the excite- * 
menl of tinbulent passions, and the savage voices of frantic men, 
and the thirst of blood to those everlasting Furies of a Mob — 
under whatever name we know them, in whatever time they taint 
w ith their presence — Women in whom.Womanhood is blasted! 

Door after door was burst open with cries of disappointed 
rage; at last, they ascended the turret-stairs — they found a 
small door, barred and locked. Tim’s father, amidst them, a 
huge axe in his brawny arm, shivered the panels; the crowd 
rushed in, — and there, seated amongst a strange and motley 
litter, they found the devoted Madge. 'Hie poor old woman had 
collected iuto this place, as the strong-hold of flic mansion, what¬ 
ever portable articles seemed to her most precious, cither from 
value or association^ SybilPs gittern (Marmndukc’s gift) lay amidst 
a lumber of tools and implements — a faded robe of her dead mo¬ 
ther’s, treasured by Madge and Sybill both, as a relic of holy 
love — a few platters and cups of pewter, the pride of old Madge's 
heart to keep bright and clean, odds and ends of old hangings, a 
battered silver brooch (a love-gift to Madge herself wheli she was 
young) — these, and suchlike scraps of linery, hoards inestim¬ 
able to the household memory and affection, lay confusedly heaped 
around the huge grim model, before which, mute and tranquil 
sate the brave old woman. 

The crowd halted, and stared round in supeislilious terror 
and dumb marvel. 

The leader of the tymbesleres sprang forward - 
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“Whore is thy master, old hag, and where the bonny maid 
who glojmmrs Lords, and despises us bold lasses?” 

“Alack! master and the damsel have, gone hours ago! ,* There 
is only me iu the house; what's your will?” 

“The crone, looks parlous witchlike!” said Tim’s father, 
crossing Himself, and somewhat retreating from her grey, unq-trrt't 
eyes. And, indent, poor Madge, with her wrinkled face, bony form, 
and lugh cap, corresponded far more with the vulgar notions of a 
dahhftr in the Black Art than did Adam Warner with his comely 
countenance and noble mien. 

“So she doth, indeed, and verily,” said a hump-backed 
Tinker, “ if we were to try a dip in the horse-pool yonder it could 
do no harm.” 

“Away with her! away!” cried several voices at that humane 
suggestion. 

“Nay, nay,” quoth the Baker, “she is a douce j-realure, 
after all, and hath dealt with me many years. I don't care what 
becomes of the wizard — every one knows (he added with pride) 
that I was one of the first to set fire to his house w hen Robin gain- 
sayed it! — but right’s right burn the master, not the drudge! ” 

This intercession might have prevailed, but, unhappily, at 
that moment Graul Skcllot, who had secured two stout fellows to 
accomplish the object so desired by Friar Burigcy, laid bands on 
the model, and, at her shrill command, the men ad winced and 
dislodged it from its place. At the same time, the other tymbes- 
tercs, caught by the sight of things pleasing to their wonted tastes, 
thrcw r themselves, one upon the faded robe Sybill’s mother had 
worn in her chaste and happy youth ; another, upon poor .Madge’s 
silver brooch; a third, upon the gittern. 

These larious attaks roused up all the spirit and wrath of the 
old w'Oinan : her cries of distress, as she'darted from one to the 
other, striking to the right and left with her feeble arms, her form 
^trembling with passion,'were at oqcc ludicrous and piteous, and 
these were responded Jo by the shrill exclamations of the fierce 
lymbestcres, as they retorted scratch for scratch, and blow for 
blow. The spectators grew animated by the sight of actual outrage 
and resistance: the hump-backed tinker, whose nnwholesome 
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fancy one of the aggrieved tymbestcrcs had mightily warmed, 
hastened to the relief of his virago; and rendered furious by find¬ 
ing ten nails fastened suddenly on his* face, he struck down the 
poor cfcature by a blow that stunned her, seized her in his arms-- 
for deformed and weakly as he was, the old woman, now sense 
<1iiJ spirit were gone, was as light as skin and bone could be — 
and followed' by half a score of his comrades, whooping and 
laughing, bore her down the stairs. Tim’s fathl-r, who, whether 
from parental affection, or, as is more probable, from (he j ’alous 
hatred and prejudice of ignorant industry, was bent upon AJpm’s 
destruction, hallooed on some of his fiercer fellows into the 
garden, tr&ckcd the footsteps of the fugitives by the trampled 
grass, ami hounded over the wall in fruitless chace. But on went 
the more giddy of the mob, more in sport than in cruelty, with a 
chorus of drunken apprentices and riotous boys, to the spot where 
the hump-backed tinker had dragged his passive burthen. The 
foul green pond near Master Sancroft’s hostel reflected the glare 
or torches; six of the tymbestcrcs leaping and wheeling, with 
doggerel song and discordant music, gave the signal for the ordeal 
of the witch — 

“Lake or river, ilyke or ditch , 

Water never drowns llic witch. 

Witch or wizard would yc know? — 

Sink or swim, is ay or no. 

Lip her, swing her, once and twice. 

Lift her, swing her o’er the lu-iiii, — 

Lille - lcrn - - twice and thrice — 

11a! ha! mother, sink or swim!” 

And while the last line was chanted, amidst the full jollity of 
laughter and clamour, and clattering timbrels, there was a splash 
in the sullen water; the green slough on the surface parted with 
an oozing gurgle, and then came a dead silence. 

“A murrain on the hag! — she does not even struggle! ” said, 
at last, the hump-backed Tinker. t 

“No, no! she cares not for waterfry flic! Out with her! 
out! ” eried Bed firisell. 

“Aroint her! she is sullen.!’’ said the Tinker, as his lean 
fingers clutched up the. dead body, and lei it fall upon the margin. 
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“Dead! ” said the Baker, shuddering, “we have done wrong— 
1 told ye so! She dealt with fhe many a year. Poor Madge! — 
Bight’s tight. She was no witch! ” y 

“But that was the only way to try it," said the hump-l>acked 
Tinker; “and if she was not a witch, why did she look like 
one? — 1 cannot abide ugly folks! ” 

The bystander^ shook their heads. But whatever their re¬ 
morse . it was diverted by a double sound : — tirst, a loud hurrah 
from slme of the mob who had loitered for pillage, and who now 
emerged from Adam’s house, following two men , who, preceded 
by the terrible Graul, dancing before them, and tossing aloft her 
timbrel, bore in triumph the captured Eureka; and, secondly, 
the blast of a clarion at the distance, while up the street marched 
— horse and foot, with pike and banner-- a goodly troop. The 
J.ord Hastings in person led a royal force, by a night march, against 
a fresh outbreak of the rebels, not ten miles from the eilj , under 
Sir Geoffrey Gates, who had been lately arrested by the Lord 
Howard at Southampton — eseaped — collected a disorderly body 
of such restless men as arc always disposed to take part in civil 
commotion, and now menaced London itself. At the sound of 
the clarion the valiant mob dispersed in all directions t for even at 
that day mobs ha<l an instinct of terror at (he approach of the mili¬ 
tary, and a quick reaction from outrage, to the fear of retaliation. 

But, at the sound of martial music, the lywbesleres silenced 
their own instruments, and instead of flying, they darted through 
the crowd, each to seek the other and unite as for counsel. Graul, 
pointing to Master Bancroft’s hostel, whispered the bearers ol' the 
Eureka to seek refuge there for the present, and to bear their 
trophy with the dawn to Friar Hungry, at the Tower; and then, 
gliding nimbly through the fugitive rioters, sprang iuto the centre 
of the circle formed by her companions. 

“Ye sccut the coining battle,” said the Arch-tymbestere. 

“Ay — ay — ay!” answered the Sisterhood. 

“ But wc have gone miles since noon — I am faint and weary!” 
said one amongst them. 

Bed Griscll, the youngest of the band, struck her comrade on 

The hut of the Jit/ro/is. II. '6 



the check — “Faint and weary, ronion, with blood aud booty In 
the wind! ” 

T^c tymbestcres smiled grimly on their young sister? but the 
leader whispered “Hush!” And they stood for a second or two 
with outstretched throats — with dilated nostrils — with pent 
breath— listening to the clarion, and the hoofs, and f ,lie rattling 
armour — the human vultures foretasting their feast of carnage; 
then, obedient to a sign from their chicftaincss{- they.crept lightly 
and rapidly into the mouth of a neighbouring alley, wiiete they 
cowered by the squalid huts, concealed. The troop passer I on — 
a gallant and serried band — horse and foot about tiftcen hundred 
men. As they liled up the thoroughfare, and the tramp of the 
last soldiers fell hollow on the starlit ground, the tymbestcres stole 
from their retreat, aud, at the distance, of some few hundred yards, 
followed the procession, with long, silent, stealthy strides,— 
as the meaner beasts, in the. instinct of hungry cunning, follow 
the lion for the garbage of his prey. 

V. 

i hr fiuritiM's are capturcil.- - The Umbestercs reappear.— Moonlight on 
(he reset of the In mg — moon)iglit on the slumber uf tin* lieai!. 

Tun father and child made their resting-place under the giant 
oak. They knew not whither to fly for refuge — the day and the 
night had become'- the same to them — the night menaced with 
robbers, the day with the mob. If return to their home was 
forbidden, where in the wide world a shelter for the would-be 
world-improver? Yet ihey despaired not, their hearts failed 
them not. The majestic splendour of the night, as it deepened 
in its solemn calm — as the shadows of the windless trees fell 
larger and sharper upon the silt cry earth — as the skies grew 
mellower and more luminous in the strengthening starlight, 
inspired them with the serenity of Faith — for JSiglit, to the 
earnest soul, opens the Bible of the Universe, and on the leaves 
of Heaven is written — “God is everywhere!” 

Their hands were clasped, each in each — their pale faces were 
upturned; they spoke not, neither were they conscious that 
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they prayed, but their silence was thought, and the thought was 

worship. 

Amidst the grief and solitude of the Pure, there conics, at 
times, a strange and rapt serenity — a sleep-awake,— over'which 
the instinct of Life Beyond the Grave glide.s like a noiseless dream ; 
and ever t^jat heaven that the soul yearns for is coloured by-ih? 
lamies of the fond human heart, — each fashioning the Above 
from the desires i.Vsatislied Below. 

“ ilhere,” thought the musing .Maiden, “cruelly and strife 
shall iV'ase •— there, vanish the harsh differences of life - there, 
(host whom we have loved ami lost are found, and through the Son, 
who tasted of mortal sorrow, we are raised to the home of the 
Eternal Father!” 

“And there,” thought the aspiring Sage, “the Mind, dun¬ 
geoned and chained below, rushes free into the realms of space — 
there, from every mystery falls (he veil-— there, the Omniscient 
smiles on those who through the darkiiC'S of Life — the 'I imili — 
have fed that lamp, the soul, — there. Thought, but the seed on 
earth , hursts into the flower, and Opens to the fruit! ” 

And on the several hope of both maid and sage the eyes of the 
Angel Stars smiled with a common promise. 

At last, insensibly, and while still musing, so tb.it slumber 
but continued the reverie into visions, father and daughter slept. 

The night parsed away; the dawn came slow arid grey ; the 
antlers of the deer stirred above the fern; the soifgof the, nightingale 
was hushed; and just as the morning star waned hack r while the 
reddening east announced the sun, and Labour and Trouble 
resumed their realm of day, a fierce hand halted before, those 
sleeping forms. 

These men had been Lancastrian soldiers, and, reduced to 
plunder for a living, had, under Sir Geoffrey Gates, formed the 
most stalwart part of the wild disorderly force, whom llilyard and 
C.ouiers had led to (fluey..* They had heard of the new outbreak, 
headed by their ancient captain. Sic.Geoffrey (who was supposed 
to have been instigated to his revolt by the gold and promises of 
the Lancastrian chiefs), and were on their way to join the rebels; 
but as war for them was but the name for booty , they felt the 
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wonted instinct of the robber, when they caught sight of the old 
man and the fair maid. 

Ht;»h Adam and his daughter wore, unhappily, the dresses in 
which they had left the Court, and Sybill’s especially was that 
which seemed to betoken a certain rank and station. 

“ Awake — rouse yc! ” said the Captain of the band, roughly 
shaking the arm which encircled Sybill’s slender waist. Adam 
started, opened his eyes, and saw himself begirt t >y figures in rust' 
armour, with savage faces peering under their steel sallets., 

“ How came yc hither? Von oak drops strange acorns,’ 'Vpioth 
the Chief. 

“Valiant Sir!” replied Adam, siill seated, and drawing his 
gown instinctively over Sybill’s face , which nestled on his bosom, 
in slumber so deep and heavy, that the gruff voice had not broken 
it. “ Valiant Sir! we are forlorn and houseless — an old man and 
a simple girl. Some evil-minded persons invaded our home — 
we lied in the night — and ” 

“ Invaded your house ! ha, it is clear,” said the Chief. “ We 
know the rest.” 

At this momenlSybill woke, and starting toherfeet in astonish¬ 
ment ami terror at the. sight upon whirh her eyes opened, her 
extreme beauty made a sensible effect upon the hraxocs. 

"l)o not be daunted, young demoiselle,” said the Captain, 
with an air almost -.espcctful — “ It is necessary thou and Sir John 
should follow us, but we will treat you well, and consult later on 
the ransom ye will pay us. Jock, discharge the young sumptcr 
mule; put its load on the black one. We have no better equipment 
for thee, Lady — but the first haquenta we find shall replace the 
mule, and meanwhile, my knaves will heap their cloaks for a 
pillion.” 

“llut wliat mean you? —you mistake us!” exclaimed Sybil! — 
“we arc poor; we cannot ransom oursqjvcs.” 

“Poor! —tut!” said the Captain, pointing significantly to the 
costly robe of the maiden — “moreover, his worship’s wealth is 
Well known. Mount in haste — we arc pressed.” 

And without heeding the expostulations of Sybill and the poor 
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Scholar, the rebel put his troop into motion, and inarched himself 
' at their head, with his lieutenant. 

Sybfll found the subalterns sterner than their chief;yfor as 
Warner offered to resist, one of them lifted his gisarmc, with a 
frightful oath, and Sybill was the first to persuade her father to 
submit. *She mildly, however, rejected the inulc, and Ihc'ftPo 
captives walked together in the midst of the troop. 

“Pardie!” isaid the Lieutenant, “I see little help to Sir 
(icoflleyin these recruits, Captain!” 

^ra’ool!” said the Chief, disdainfully — “ if the rebellion fail, 
these .prisoners may save our necks. Will Somers, last, night, 
was to break into the house of Sir John Bourrhier, for arms and 
monies, of which the knight hath a goodly store. Be sure. Sir 
John slinked off in the siege, and this is he and his daughter. 
Thou knowest he is one of the greatest knights, and the richest, 
whom the Yorkists boast of; —and we may name our own price 
for his ransom.” 

“But where lodge them, while we go to the battle?” 

“Ned Porpustone hath a hostel not far from the camp, and 
Ned is a good Lancastrian, and a man to be trusted.” 

“We have not searched the prisoners,” said the Lieutenant; — 
“they may have some gold in their pouches.” 

“Marry, when Will Somers storms a hive, little time does lie 
leave to the bees to fly away with much honey! Natheless, thou 
mayest search the old knight, but civilly, and with gentle ex¬ 
cuses." 

“And the damsel?” 

“Nay! that were unmannerly, and the milder our conduct, 
the larger the ransom — when we have great folks to deal w ith.” 

The Lieutenant accordingly fell back to search Adam's gipsirc, 
which contained only a book and a file, and then rejoined his 
captain , without offering molestation to Sybill. 

, The mistake made by»the bravo was at least so far not wholly 
unfortunate, that the notion of the high quality ot the captives — 
for Sir John Bourchier was indeed a person of considerable station 
and importance (a notion favoured by the noble appearance of the 
■Scholar, and the delicate and high-born air of Sybill} — procured 



80 


for them ail the respect compatible with the circumstances. They 
had not gone far before they entered a village, through which thc^ 
ruffians • marched with the most perfect impunity; for" it was a 
strange feature in those civil wars, that the mass of the population, 
except in the northern districts, remained perfectly supine and 
i..:ilral: and as the little band halted at a smalt hosin' to drink, 
the gossips of the village collected round them, with the same kind 
of indolent, careless curiosity, which is now evinced, in som*; 
hamlet, at the halt of a stage-coach. Here the Captairt K trned, 
however, some intelligence important to his objects — v\c»,, the 
night march of the troop under Lord Hastings, and the probability 
that the conflict was already begun. “If so,” muttered the rebel, 
“we can see how the tide turns, before we endanger ourselves; 
and at the worst, our prisoners wilt bring something of prizc- 
monev 

While thus soliloquizing, he spied one of those cumbrous' 
vehicles of the day railed whirlicoies,* standing in the yard of the 
hostel; and seizing upon it, ri et nrniis , in spite of all theories 
and protestations of the unhappy landlord, he ordered his captives 
to enter, and recommenced his march. As the band proceeded 
farther on their way, they were joined by fresh troops, of the same 
class as themselves, and they pushed on gaily, till, about the 
hour of eight, they halted before the hostel the Captain had spoken 
of. It stood a little out of the high road, not very far from the 
village of Hadley, .ind the heath or chase of (iladsmnor, on which 
was fought, some time jifterwards, the Hattie of Hornet. It was 
a house of good aspect, and considerable size, for it was much 
frequented by all caravanserais and travellers from the North to the 
metropolis. The landlord, at heart a stanch Lancastrian, who 
had served in the French wars, and contrived , no one knew how, 
to save monies in the course of an adventurous life, gave to his 
hostel the appellation and sign of the Talbot, in memory of the old 


* Whirlicotes were in use from a very early period, hut only among 
the great, till, iri the reign of Itiehard II.. his Queen, Anne, introduced 
side-saddles, when the whirlicole fell out of fashion, but might he found 
at different hostelries on the main roads, for the accommodation of the 
infirm or aged. 
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hero of that, name; and, hiring a tract of land, joined the occu¬ 
pation of a farmer to the dignity of a host. The house, which was 
built rotind a spacious quadrangle, represented the doubly cha¬ 
racter of its owner, one side, being occupied by barns and consider¬ 
able range, of stabli.ng, while cows, oxen, and ragged colts, 
grouped amicably together, in a space railed olT in the centre*af 
the yard. At another side ran a large wooden staircase, with an 
open gallery, pt&ppcd on wooden columns, conducting to nume¬ 
rous Chambers, after the fashion of the Tabard, in Southwark, 
iniinrflnli/cd by Chaucer. Over the archway, on entrance, ran 
a babyriiitli of sleeping lofts, for foot passengers and muleteers, 
and the side facing the entrance was nearly occupied by a vast 
kitchen , the common ball, and the bar, with the private parlour 
of the host, and two or three chambers in the second story. The 
whirlicote jolted and rattled into the yard. Sybil! and her father 
were assisted out of the vehicle, and, after a few words inter¬ 
changed with the.host, conducted by Master Porpustonc himself 
up the spacious stairs into a chamber, well furnished and fresh 
littered, with repeated assurances of safety, provided they main¬ 
tained silence, and attempted no escape. 

“Ye are in lime,” said Ned Porpnstone to the Captain — 
“Lord Hastings made proclamation at daybreak that he gave the 
rebels two hours to disperse.” 

“ Test! I like not those proclamations. And the fellows stood 
their ground?” 

“No; for Sir Geoffrey, like a wise soldier, mnuh'd the ground 
by retreating a mile to the left, and placing the wood helween the 
Yorkists ami himself. Hastings , by this, must have remarshalled 
his men. But to pass the wood is slow work, and Sir Geoffrey's 
cross-bows arc no doubt doing damage in the covert. Conic in, 
while your fellows snatch a morsel without; five minutes are not 
thrown away on filling their bellies.” 

“Thanks, Ned — thou art a good fellow! ami if all else 
fail, why Sir John's ransom shall pay the reckoning. Any news 
of bold Robin?” 

“ Ay! he has ’scaped with a whole skin, and gone back to the 
North,” answered the host, leading the way to his parlour, where 
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a flask of strong wine and some cold meats awaited his guest, 
“If Sir Geoffrey Gales can heat off the York troopers, tell him, 
froni\me, not to venture to London,* but to fall back‘into the 
Marches. He will be welcome there, I foregucss; for every 
Northman is either for Warwick or for Lancaster; and the two 
to.ist unite now, I trow.” , 

“But Warwick is flown !” quoth the Captain. 

“Tush! he has only flown, as the falcon Hires when he has a 
heron to fight with — wheeling and soaring. Woe to thejjheron 
when the falcon swoops! But you drink not! ’* 

“No; I must keep the head cool to-day. For Hastings Ys a 
perilous captain. Thy fist, friend! ■— If I fall, I leave you Sir 
John and his girl, to wipe oft old scores; if we beat off the Yorkists, 
I vow to our Lady of Walsingham, an image of wax, of the weight 
of myself.” The marauder then started up, and strode to his 
men, who were snatching a hasty meal on the space before the 
hostel. lie paused a moment or so, while his host whispered — 
“ Hastings was here before daybreak; but his men only got the 
sour beer; yours tight upon huff-cap.” 

“Up, men!—To your pikes! Dress to the right!" thundered 
the Captain, with a sufficient pause between each sentence. “The 
York lozols hate starved on stale beer — shall they beat huff-cap 
and Lancaster? Fi;isk and fresh — up with the Antelope* banner, 
and long live Henry the Sixth! ” 

The sound of thl; shout that answered this harangue shook the 
thin walls of the chamber in which the prisoners were confined, 
and they heard with joy the departing tramp of the soldiers. In a 
short time. Master Porpustonc himself, a corpulent, burly fellow, 
with a face by no means unprepossessing, mounted to thp 
chamber, accompanied by a comely housekeeper, linked to him, 
as scandal said , by ties less irksome than Hymen’s, and both 
bearing ample provisions, with rich pigment and lucid clary,** 
which they spread with great formality or an oak table before their 
Involuntary guests. 

* The Antelope was one of the Lancastrian badges. The special 
cognizance of Ilcnry VI. was two feathers in saltire. 

** Clary was w ! "“ 
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“Eat, your worship, eat!” cried mine host, heartily. “Eat, 
ladybird! — nothing like eating to kill time and banish care. 
Fortune Sfwar, Sir Johnfortune of war — never be daunted! 
Up to-day — down to-morrow. Come what may — York or Lan¬ 
caster — still a rich man always falls on his legs. Five hundred 
marks or ss to the Captain; a noble or two, out of pure generosity',' 
to Ned I’orpustonc (t scorn extortion), and you and the fair young 
dame may breakfast at home to-morrow, unless the Captain or 
his fatburite lieutenant is taken prisoner; and then, you see, 
they v-jsl buy off their necks by letting you out of the bag. Eat, I 
say — cat! ” 

“Verily,” said Adam, seating himself solemnly, and pre¬ 
paring to obey, “I confess I ’m a hungered, and the pasty hath a 
savoury odour; but I pray thee to tell me why I am called Sir 
John? Adam is my baptismal Dame.” 

“Ha! ha! gootf'—very good, your honour — to be sure, and 
your father’s name before you. We are all sons of Adam, and 
every son, I trow, has a just right and a lawful to his father's 
name.” 

With that, followed by the housekeeper, the honest landlord, 
chuckling heartily, rolled his goodly bulk from the chamber 
which lie carefully locked. 

“ Comprchendesl thou yet, Sybill?” 

“Yes, dear Sir and father— they mistake us for fugitives of 
mark and importance; and when they discover their error, no 
doubt wc shall go free. Courage, dear father! ” 

“Me sccmeth,” quoth Adam, almost merrily, as the good 
man filled his cup from the wine flagon — “ me seemeth that, if 
the mistake could continue, it would he no weighty misfortune — 
ha! ha!” — he stopped abruptly in the unwonted laughter,.put 
down the cup — his face fell. “Ah, Heaven forgive me! — and 
the poor Eureka and failhfpl Madge! ” 

“Oh, father! fear not; wc arc not without protection. Lord 
Hastings is returned to Loudon — wc will seek him; he will make 
our cruel neighbours respect thee. And Madge — poor Madge 
.will be so happy at our return, for they could not harm her; — a 
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woman — old and alone; no — no, man is not fierce enough 
for that!” 

‘V*,ct us so pray; but thou catest nfo, child!” 

“Anon, father — anon; I am sick and weary. Rut, nay — 
nay, I am better now — belter. Smile again, father. I am 
hungered, too; yes, indeed and iu sooth, yes. — Ah*, sweet St. 
Mary, give me iifo and strength, and hope anjJ patience, for his 
dear sake l” , . 

The stirring events which had within the last few wc(^ks di¬ 
versified the quiet life of the Scholar had somewhat roused him 
from Jiis wonted abstraction, and made the actual world a more 
sensible and living thing than it had hitherto seemed to his mind; 
hut now, his repast ended, the quiet of the place, (for the hostel 
was silent and almost deserted,} with t he fumes of the wine — a 
luxury he rarely tasted — operated soothingly upon his thought 
and fancy, and plunged him into those reveries, so dear alike to 
Poet aud Mathematician. To the Thinker, the most trilling ex¬ 
ternal object often suggests ideas, which, like Homer’s chain, 
extpnd, link after link, from earth to heaven. The sunny motes, 
that in a glancing column came through the lattice, called Warner 
from the real day — the day of strife and blood, with thousands 
hard by, driving each other to the Hades - - and led his scheming 
fancy into the ideal and abstract day — the theory of light itself; 
and theory suggest'd mechanism, and mechanism called up the 
memory of his oraele — old Roger Racon; and that memory re¬ 
vived the great friar’s hints in the Opus magus - hints which 
outlined the grand invention of the telescope: And so, as over 
sonic dismal precipice a bird swings itself to and fro upon the airy 
bough, the Schoolman’s mind played with its quivering fancy, and 
folded its calm wings above the Verge of Terror. 

Occupied with her own dreams, Syhill respected those of her 
father; and so in silence, not altogether mournful, the morning 
and the noon passed, and the sun was sloping westward, when a 
confused sound below called Sybill’s gaze to the lattice, which 
looked over the balustrade of the staircase, into the vast yard. She 
saw several armed men — their harness hewed and haltered — 
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quaffing ale or wine In haste, and heard one of them say to the 
landlord - - 

“ Allis lost! Sir Geoffrey Gates still holds out, but it is butcher 
• work. The troops of Lord Hastings gather round him as a uct 
round the fish ! ” 

// ns/intis / — that name! — he was at hand! he was near! ■* 
they would be sated! Kybili’s heart beat loudly. 

“And the <’ap%in?” asked Porpustone. 

“^tiVe, when f last saw him; but wc must be off. In another 
hour will he hurry and skurry, flight and chase.” 

At this moment f^oin one of the barns there emerged, one by 
one, the female vultures of tlie battle. The tymhesteres, who had 
tramped all night to the spot, had slept off their fatigue during the 
day, and appeared on the scene as the neighbouring strife waxed 
low, and the dead and dying began to cumber the gory ground. 
Grant Skcllet, tossing up her timbrel, darted to the fugitives, and 
grinned a ghastly grin when site heard the news — for the tym- 
besteres were all loyal to a king who loved women , and who had a 
wink and a jest for every tramping wench! The troopers tarried 
not, however, for further converse, but having satisfied their 
tliiist, hurried and clattered from the yard. At the sight of the 
ominous tvmbestorcs Sybil! had drawn hack,, without daring to 
close flic lattice she had opened; and the women, seating them¬ 
selves on a bench, began sleeking their long hair and smoothing 
their garments from the scraps of straw arid littfcr which betokened 
the nature of their resting-place. 

“IIo, girls!” said the fat Landlord, “ye will pay me for hoard 
and bed, I trust, by a show of your craft. T have two right worship¬ 
ful lodgers up yonder, whose lattice looks on (he. yard , and whom 
ye may serve to divert.” 

Sybill trembled, and crept to her father’s side. 

“And,” continued the Landlord, “if they like the clash of 
vpur musicals, it may br : *ig ye a groat or so, to help yc ou your 
journey. By the way — whither wend ye, wenches?” 

“To a bonny, jolly fair,” answered the sinister voice of 
Graul — 
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“Whore a mighty siiowmxs dyes 
The greenery into red ; 

Where, presto! at the word 
Lies his Fool wilhoill a head — 

Where ho gathers ill the crowd 
To the trumpet and the drum, 

With a jingle and a tinkle, 

(iraul’s merry lasses come! ” 

As the two closing lines were caught by tht rest of the lym- 
beslcrcs, striking their timbrels, the crew formed thcA,selves 
into a semicircle, and commenced their dance. Their movements, 
though wanton and fantastic, wye not without a certain wild 
grace; and the address with which, from time to time, they cast 
up their instruments and caught them in descending, joined to the 
surprising agility with which ,. in the im olutions of the dance, one 
seemed now to chase, now to fly from , the other, darting to and 
fro through the ranks of their companions, winding and wheeling 
— the chain now seemingly broken in disorder, now united link to 
link, as the whole force of the instruments clashed in chorus — 
made an exhibition inexpressibly attractive to the vulgar. 

The tymbcslercs, however, as may well he supposed, failed 
to draw Sybill or Warner to the window; and they exchanged 
glances of spite and disappointment. 

“Marry , ” quoth the Landlord, after a hearty laugh at the di¬ 
version, “I do wrong to be so gay, when so many good friends 
perhaps are lying stark and cold. But what then? Life is short — 
laugh while we can! ” 

“Hist!” whispered his. Housekeeper; “art wode, Ned? 
Wouldstthou have it discovered that tliou hast such quality birds 
in the cage-- noble Yorkists — at the very time when Lord Has¬ 
tings himself may he riding this way after the xictory ?” 

“Always right, Meg — and I ’in an ass! ” answered the Host, 
in the same undertone. “But my good nature will be the death 
of me some day. Poor gentlefolks, they must, be uuked dull,, 
yonder!” 

“If the Yorkists come hither— which wc shall soon know by 
the scouts — we must shift Sir John and the damsel to the back of 
the house, over thy tap-room.” 
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“Manage it as thou wilt, Meg— but, thou scest, they keep 
quiet and snug. Ho, ho, ho! that tall tynibesterc is supple 
enough Unmake an owl hold his sides with laughing. Ah! li^llo, 
there, tymbestercs — ribaudes — tramps — the devil’s chickens 
'— down, down!” 

The Host was too late in his order. With a sudden spring, 
Graul, who'had long fixed her eye on the open lattice of the prison¬ 
ers, had wreathcd*herself round one of the pillars that supported 
the slai-K,. swung lightly over the balustrade — and with a faint 
shriekAthe startled Sybil! beheld the tymbestcrc’s hard, fierce 
eyes,-^glaring upon her through the lattice, a* her long arm ex¬ 
tended the timbrel for largess. ‘ ltut no sooner had Sybill raised 
her face than she was recognised. 

“IIo! the Wizard and the Wizard’s daughter! Ilu! the girl 
who glamours lords, and wears sarcenet and lawn! IIo! the 
Xigromanccr, who starves the poor! ” 

At the sound of their leader's cry, up sprang, up climbed the 
hellish sisters! One after the other, they darted through the 
lattice into the chamber. 

“The ronions! the Foul Fiend has distraught them ! ” groaned 
the Landlord, motionless with astonishment. But the more active 
Meg, calling to the varlcts and scullions, whom the tymbestercs 
had collected in the yard, to follow her, bounded up the stairs, 
unlocked the door, and arrived in lime to throw herself between 
the captives and the harpies, whom SybiM’s rich super-tunic and 
Adam’s costly gown had inflamed into all the rage of appro¬ 
priation. 

“ What mean ye, wretches?” cried the bold Meg, purple with 
auger. “Do ye come for this into honest folks’ hostels, to rob 
their guests in broad clay — noble guests — guests of mark! Oh, 
Sir John! Sir John! what will ye think of us?” 

“Oh, Sir John! Sir John!” groaned the Landlord, who had 
now moved his slow bulk int } o the room. “They shall be scourged, 
Sic John! They shall be put in the stocks—they shall be breut 
with hot. iron — they — ” 

“Ha, ha!” interrupted the terrible Graul, “Guests of mark 
— noble guests, trow ye! Adam Warner,,the wizard, and his 



daughter, whom we drove last riight from their den, as many a 
time, sisters, and many, we have dm on the rats from charnel 
and cave.” 

‘‘Wizard! Adam! Blood of my life! ” stammered the Land¬ 
lord — “ is his name Adam, after all?” 

• “ My name is Adam Warner," said the old man , •„ ith dignity ; 

“no wizard —- a humble scholar, and a poor gentleman , who has 
injured no one. Wherefore, women — if women yean 
ye injure mine and me?” 

“Faugh — Wizard!” returned (Irani, folding licT»ann«. 
“Didst thou not send thy spawn, yonder, to spoil our mart with 
her giltern? Hast thou not taught her the spells to win love from 
the noble and young? Ho. how daintily the young Witch robes 
herself! Ho! laces, and satins, and we shiver with the cold, and 
parch with the heal —and — doll' tin tunic, minion!” 

And (Irani's tierce gripe was on the robe, when the Landlord 
interposed his huge arm, and held her at Day. 

“Softly, mv sucking dove, softly! Clear the room, and 
he off! ” " 

“Look to thyself, man. If thou harbourcsl a wizard, against 
Law — a wizard whom King Edward hath given up to the people — 
look to thy barns, they shall burn ; look to thy cattle — they shall 
rot; look to thy secrets — they shall be told ! Lancastrian, thou 
shall hang! We gp — we go! We have friends among the mailed 
men of York. We go — we will return! Woe to thee, if thou 
harbourcsl the Wizard and the Surcuba! ” 

With that, Graul moved slowly to the door. Host and house¬ 
keeper, varlct, groom, and scullion, made way for her, in 
terror; and still, ns she moved, she kept her eyes on Sybil!, till 
her sisters, following in successive file, shut out the hideous 
aspect; aud Meg, ordering away her gaping train, closed the 
door. 

The host and the housekeeper then gazed gravely at eaeli other. 
Syhill lay in her father’s arms, breathing hard and convulsively. 
The old man’s face behl over her in silence. « 

Meg drew aside her master. “You must rid the house at once 
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soinc in spile ami malice. Every man to himself!” 

“But the poor old gentleman, so mild — and the maid., so 
winsome! ’’ 

The, last remark did not over-plcasc the comely Meg. She 
advanced at once to Adam, and said, shortly— ^ 

“Master — whether wizard or not, is no affair of a poor land¬ 
lord, whose houst'is open to all; hilt ye have had food and wine — 
please^o.pay the reckoning, and <»od speed yc —ye arc free to 
denari 1 ’ 

‘■'vVe can pay you, mistress!" exclaimed Sybill, springing 
up. “ We have monies jet. Here — here! ’’ and she took from 
her gipsire. the broad pieces which poor .Madge’s precaution had 
dared therein, and the liravoes had fortunately spared. 

The sight of the gold somewhat softened the housewife. — 
‘•Lord Ilastin gs is known to us," continued Sybill, perceiving 
the impression she had made; “ suffer us to rest here till he pass 
this wav , and yc will lind yourselves repaid for the kindness.” 

“ Uy my troth,” said the Landlord , “ye are most welcome to 
all my poor house containeth; and as for these tymbesteres, I 
value them not a straw. No one can say Ned Porpustone is an ill 
man, or inhospitable. Whoever can pay reasonably, is sure of 
good wine and civility at the Talbot.” 

With these and many similar protestations and assurances, 
which were less heartily rc-cchoed hv the housewife, the landlord 
begged to conduct them to an apartment not so liable to molesta¬ 
tion; and after having led them down the principal stairs, through 
the bar, and thence up a narrow flight of steps, deposited them 
in a chamber at the back of the house, and Jiphtcd a sconce therein 
— for it was now near the twilight. He then insisted on seeing 
after their evening meal, and vanished with his assistant. The 
worthy pair were, now of the. same mind: for guests known to Lord 
Hastings, it. was worth braving the threats of the tymbesteres; 
especially since Lord Hastings, it seems, had just beaten the 
Lancastrians. 

But, alas! while the active Meg was busy on the bippocras, 
and the worth} landlord was inspecting the.savoury operations of 
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the kitchen, a vast uproar was heard without. A troop of disorderly 
Yorkist soldiers, who had been employed in dispersing the flying 
rehqjs, rushed heller skelter into the house, and pourefi into the 
kitchen, bearing with them the detested tymbestercs who h.id en¬ 
countered them on the way. Among these soldiers w ere those wim 
•bad congregated at Master Sanrrofl’s the day before, aijd they were 
well prepared to support the cause of their gricsly paramours- • ord 
Hastings himself had retired for the night to afarm house neant 
the field oTbattle than the hostel; and as in those days dfl.eipluo' 
was lax enough after a rietory , the soldiers had a right to V'cnce. 
Master Porpuslone found himself completely at the mercy ot these 
brawling customers, the more rude and disorderly from the remem¬ 
brance of the. sour beer in the morning, and tit aid SkHiol's as¬ 
surances that Master Porpuslone was a malignant L.mr.isiriaii. 
They laid hands on all (lie proxisions in the house, lore the meats 
from the spit , de\ouring them half raw : set the casks ruimnie 
over the floors; and while they swilled and swore, and filled the 
plan? with the uproar of a hell broke loose, Graul Skellel , whom 
the lusi for the rich garments of Sy bill still tired and stung. Je<j her 
followers rip the stairs toward the deserted chamber. Mine host 
perroned, hut did not dare openly to resist, the foray; but as 
be was really a good-natured knme, ami as. moreover, be feared 
ill oniiseijuciieos might ensue, if any friends nf Lord Hastings were 
spoiled, outraged -- nay, peradr enture, murdered — in his 
house, he resol\r**d, at all exenls. to assist the escape of his 
guests. Seeing the ground thus clear of the tymbestercs, In. 
therefore stole from the riotous scene, crept up the back stairs, 
gained the chamber to which he had so happily removed his perse¬ 
cuted lodgers, and making them, in a few words, sensible that 
be was no longer able, to protect them, and that ihe lyml>e*lcrcs 
were now returned with an armed force to back tin u malice , con¬ 
ducted them safely to a wide casement, only some three or four 
feet from the soil of the solitary garden,* and bade them escape and 
save themselves. 

“The farm,” lie whispered, “where they say Lord Hastings 
Is quartered, is scarce a mile and a half away; pass the garden 
wicket leine Gladsmore Chacc to the left hand, — take the 
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{i.ith to tin* right, through the wood, and you will see its roof 
among the apple-blossoms. Our Lady protect you, and say a 
.word to Jby Lord on behalf bf poor Ned.” 

Scarce had he seen his guests descend into the garden , before 
ho heard the yell of the tynihesteres, in the opposite part of the 
Ionise, as»they ran from room to room after their prey. lie ha— 
ued to regain tl^c kitchen ; and presently (he tymbesteres, breath¬ 
less and paining, rushed in, and demanded their victims. 

“I^arey," quoth the landlord, with the self-possession of a 
cunnjAg old soldier — ‘‘think ye 1 ''umbered my house with such 
ealtb*, after pretty lasses like you had given me the inkling of what 
they were? No wizard shall fly away with the sign of the Talbot, 
if I can help it. They skulked off, I can promise ye , and did not 
even mount a couple of broomsticks which I handsomely offered for 
their ride up to London.” 

“Thunder and bombards!” cried a trooper, already half- 
drunk, and seizing Graui in his iron arms — “put the conjurer 
out of thine head now, and buss me, (Irani — buss me ! ” 

Then the. riot became hideous; the soldiers, following their 
comrade’s example, embraced the grim glee-women, tearing and 
hauling them to and fro, one from the other, round and round, 
dancing, hallooing, chaining, howling, by the bla/r-of a mighty 
ii' c, many a rough face and hard hand smeared with blood still 
wet communicating the slain to the cheeks and garb of those, foul 
f.-n-s. 3iid the whole revel becoming so unutterably horrible and 
ghastly, that even the veteran landlord fled from the spot, trem- 
t'img.nnl crossinghimsclf:—And so, streaming athwart the lattice, 
and silvern!" over that fearful merry-making, rose the Moon! 

But wl i-ti fatigue and drunkenness had done their work, and 
the sooti.-is f.*ll one over the other upon the floor, the tables, tins 
bcmlrs. mi o! heavy sleep of riot, Graui suddenly rose from 
amidst the middled bodies, and then, silently as ghouls from a 
rial-groum 1 her sistcrs*emerged also from their resting-places 
beside the sleepers. The dying light of the fire contended but 
feebly with the livid rays of the moon, and played fantastically 
over the gkaming robes of the tymbesteres. They stood erect for 
o moment, listening, Graui with her finger on her lips; then they 
Th, 7at( of the Jlaront. il. ^ 
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glided to the door, opened and rccloscd it — darled across the 
yard, scaring the beasts that slept there; the watch-dog harked, 
but d?ew back, bristling and showing fiis fangs, as Red Griscll, 
undaunted, pointed her knife, and Graul flung him a red peacc- 
sop of meat. They launched themselves through the open en¬ 
trance, gained the space beyond, and scoured away lo\hc battle 
field. 

Meanwhile, Sybill and her father were still under the eaiiopy 
of heaven, they had scarcely passed the garden, and entered the 
lields, when they saw horsemen riding to and fro in all dirceV; ms. 
Sir Geoffrey Gates, the rebel.leader, had escaped; the reward of 
three hundred marks was set on his head, and the riders were in 
search of the fugitive. The human form itself had become a terror 
to the hunted outcasts: they crept under a thick hedge till the 
horsemen had disappeared, and then resumed their way. They 
gained the wood; but there again they halted at the sound of voices, 
and withdrew themselves under covert of some entangled and 
trampled hushes. This time it w'as but a party of peasants. whom 
curiosity had led to see the field of battle, and who were now re¬ 
turning home. Peasants and soldiers, both were human , and 
therefore to be shunned by those whoni the Age itself put out of 
.the pale of Law. At last that party also left the path free; and 
now it was full night. They pursued thetr way — they cleared the 
wood — before them lay the field of battle; and a deeper silence 
seemed to fall over‘the world! The first stars had risen, but not 
yet the moon. The gleam of armour from prostrate bodies, which 
it had mailed in vain, reflected the quiet rays: here and there 
flickered watchfires, where sentinels were set, but they were scat¬ 
tered and remote. The outcasts paused and shuddered, but there 
seemed no holier way for their feet; and the roof of the farmer’s ho¬ 
mestead slept on the opposite side of the field, with the white orchard 
blossoms whitened still more by the stars. They went on, hand in 
hand — the dead, after all, were lest 1 terrible than the living 
Sometimes a stern, upturned face, distorted by the last \ioIent 
agony, the eyes unclosed and glaced,- encountered them with its 
stony stare; but the weapon was powerless in the stiff hand — the 
menace and the insult came not from the hueless lips — persecu- 
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lion reposed, at last, in the lap of slaughter. They had gone 
’ niidwa^through the Held, when they heard from a spot where the 
corpses lay thickest piled, a faint voice calling upon dod f <4 par¬ 
don ; and, suddenly, it was answered by a tone of fiercer agony 
— that did not pray, but curse. 

liy a •common impulse, the gentle wanderers moved silently to 
the spot. 

'l ye sufferer, in prayer, was a youth scarcely passed from boy¬ 
hood his helm had been cloven, his head was bare, and his long 
ligl/hair, clotted with gore, fell over his shoulders. Itcsidc him 
lay a strong-built, powerful form, which writhed in torture, pierced 
under the arm, by*a Yorkist arrow, and the. shaft still projected 
from the wound — and the man’s curse answered the boy’s prayer. 

“Peace to thy parting soul, brother!” said Warner, bending 
over the man. 

“Poor sufferer!” said Sybill, to the boy, “cheer thee; we 
will send succour; thou mayst live yet! ” 

“Water! water! — hell and torture! — water, I say!” groan¬ 
ed the man : “one drop of water! ” 

It was the captain of the marauders who had captured the 
wanderers. 

“ Thine arm !Jift me! move me! That evil man scares my soul 
from heaven ! ” gasped the boy. 

And Adam preached penitence to the oge that cursed, and 
knelt down and prayed with the one that prayed. — And up 
rose the Moon! 

Lord Ilaslings sate, with his victorious captains, — over mead, 
moral, and w ine — in the humble ball of the farm. 

“So," said he, “we have crushed llie last embers of Hie re¬ 
bellion! This Sir deoffrey dates is a restless and resolute, spirit; 
pity he escapes again for further mischief. Hut the House of Nc- 
vilc, that over-shadowed the rising race, hath fallen at last — a 
waisall, biavcSirs, to the New Men! ” 

The door was thrown open, and an old soldier entered ab¬ 
ruptly. 

“My lord! my lord ! Oh! my poor son ! he cannot be found! 
The w omen , w ho ever follow the march of soldiers , will he on the 
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ground to despatch the wounded, that they may rifle the corpses! O 
Clod ! if my son — my boy — my only son —” 

“f'wist not, my brave Mem I, that thou hadst a son in our 
bands; yet I know each man by name and sight. Courage! Our 
wounded have been removed, and sentries arc placed to guard the 
held!” 

“Sentries! O my lord, knowesl thou not that they wink at the 
crime that plunders the dead? Moreover, these rorpse-riflers creep 
stealthily and unseen, as the red earth-worms, to the carcass. 
Give me some few of thy men —give me warrant to senrrt.dhe. 
field! My son — my hoy! —not sixteen summers — and his 
mother! ”•— 

The man stopped, and sobbed. 

“Willingly!” said the gentle Hastings, “willingly! And woe 
to the sentries if it be as thou sayesl! I will go myself, and see! —- 
Torches there - - what ho! — the good captain carcth even for his 
dead! — Thy son ! 1 marvel 1 knew him not! — Whom sened he 
under?” 

“My lord! my lord! pardon him! He is but a boy — they 
misled him! — he fought, for the rebels. He crossed my path to¬ 
day — my arm was raised — w’e knew each other, and lie fled from 
his father's sword! — Just as the strife was end^ I saw him again 
— I saw him fall! O mercy, mercy ! do not leThim perish of his 
wounds or by the riQcr’s knife, even though a rebel!’’ 

“ Homo sum!" quoth the noble chief, “ I am Man ! and, even 
in those bloody times. Nature commands When she speaks in a 
father's \oice! Mcnil. I marked thee to-day! Thou art a brave 
fellow. I meant thee advancement — I give thee, instead, thy 
son’s pardon, if he lives ten masses ifhc died as a soldier’s son 
should die, no matter under what Hag - - antelope or lion , pierced 
manfully in the breast — his feel to the foe! Come, I will search 
with thee!” 

The Boy yielded up his soul while Syliill prayed, and her swee* 
voice soothed the last pang; and* the Man ceased to curse whilo 
Adam spoke of God’s power and mercy, and his breath ebbed, 
gasp upou gasp, away. While thus detained, the wanderers saw 
not pale. Heeling figures, that had glided to the ground, and 
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moved, gleaming, irregtalar, and rapid, as marsh-fed vnptmrs, 
from heap to heap of the slain. With a loud, wild ery, the robber 
Lanraatrinn half sprung, (<> his feet, in the paroxysm of Jhe last 
struggle, and then fell on his face — a corpse! 

The cry reached the tymbestcres, and (Irani rose from a body 
from wl^ich she had extracted a few coins smeared with blood, and 
darted to the spot; and so, as Adam raised his face from con¬ 
templating the Head, whose last moments he had sought to soothe, 
the klecto of the Ilattle-lield stood before him, her knife hare in 
her *;ory hand, lied Grisell, who had just left (with a spurn of 
wilUli — for the pouch was empty) the corpse of a soldier, round 
w hose neck she had twined her hot clasp the day before, sprang 
towards Sybill; the rest of the sisterhood Hocked to the place, and 
laughed in glee as they beheld their unexpected prey. The danger 
was horrible and imminent; no pity was seen in those savage eyes. 
The wanderers prepared for death — when, suddenly, torches 
flashed over the ground. A cry was heard — “See, the riilers of 
the dead ! ” Armed men hounded forward, and the startled wret¬ 
ches uttered a shrill unearthly scream, and lied from the spot, 
leaping orer the carcasses, and doubling and winding, till they 
had \anishcd into the darkness of the wood. 

“Provost!” said a commanding voice, “flaug me up those 
sentinels at daybreak ! ” 

“My son! my hoy! speak, Hal — speak tome! He is here — 
he is found!” exclaimed the old soldier, kneeling beside the corpse 
at Sybill's feet. 

“My lord! my beloved! my Hastings!” And Sybill fell in¬ 
sensible before the chief. 


VI. 

Ttir; subtle erafl of Richard of Gloucester. 

It was some weeks after the defeat of Sir Geoffrey Gates, and 
‘Edward was at Shene, with his gay court. Reclined at length 
within a pavilion placed before a cool fountain, in the royal gar¬ 
dens, the King, surrounded by his favourites, listened indolently 
to the music of his minstrels, and sleeked the plumage of his 



102 


favourite falcon, perched upon liis wrist. And scarcely would il 
have been possible to recognise in that lary voluptuary the brilliant 
and dauntless soldier, before whose hmee, as deer before the 
bound, had so lately fled, at bloody Erpingham, the chivalry of 
the Lancastrian Rose; but remote from the pavilion, and in one 
of the deserted bowling alleys, Prince Richard and Lord Montagu 
wajked apart, in earnest conversation. The last of these noble 
personages had remained inactive during the disturbances, and 
Edward had not seemed to entertain any suspicion of his par icipa- 
tion in the anger and revenge of Warwick. The King tool from 
him, il is true, the lands and Earldom of Northumberlandand 
restored them to the Percy, but lie had accompanied this act with 
gracious excuses, alleging the necessity of conciliating the head of 
an illustrious house, which had formally entered into allegiance to 
the Dynasty of York, and lu'slowed upon his early favourite, in 
compensation, the dignity of Marquis.* The politic King, in 
thus depriving Montagu of the wealth and the retainers of the 
Percy, reduced him, as a younger brother, to a comparative, 
poverty and insignificance, which left him dependent on Edward’s 
favour, and deprived him, as lie thought, of the power of active 
mischief; at the same time, more than ever, he insisted on his 
society, and summoning his attendance at the Court, kept his 
movements in watchful surveillance. 

“Nay, my Lord," said Richard, pursuing with much unction 
the conversation lit had commenced, “you wrong me much, 
Holy Paul be my witness, if you doubt the deep sorrow 1 feel at 
the unhappy events which have led to the severance of my kins¬ 
men ! England seems to me to have lost its smile, in losing the 
glory of Earl Warwick’s presence, and Clarence is my brother, 
and was my friend; and thou knovvest, Montagu, thou knovvest, 
how dear to my heart was the hope to win for my wife and lady the 
gentle Anne.” 

“Prince,” said Montagu, abruptly, “though the pride of 

* Montagu said, bitterly, oT this new dignity , “lie takes Irom me 
the Earldom amt domains of ISorthumberland. and makes me a Marquis, 
with a pie’s nesl lo maintain it withal.” — Stowk, Edw. IV. — Warkwortb 
Chronicle. 
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Warwick, and the hunour of our House may have forbidden ^he 
public revelation of the cause w hich tired uiy brother to rebellion, 
thou, jl least, art privy Jo a secret — ” 

“Cease!” exclaimed Richard, in great emotion, ptSbably 
sincere, for his face grew livid, aud its.muscles were nervously 
convulsed. “I would not have that remembrance stirred from its 
dark repose. 1 would fain forget a brother's hasty frenzy, in the 
belief of his lading penitence.” He paused aud turned hL face, 
gasped for breath, and resumed — “ The cause jtisliHed the 
lather; it had justified me in the father’s cause, had Warwick 
lis/ncd to my suit, and given me the right to deem insult to his 
daughter injury to myself.” 

“And if, my Prince,” returned Montagu, looking round 
him, in a subdued whisper, “if yet the baud of Lady Aunc were 
pledged to you.” 

“Tempi me not — tempt me not! ” cried the Prince, crossing 
himself. Montagu continued — 

“Our cause, 1 mean Lord Warwick’s cause, isuotlost, as it 
seems to the King.” . 

“Proceed,” said Richard, turning down his eyes, while his 
countenance settled back into its thoughtful calm. 

“I mean,” renewed Montagu, “that in my brother’s night, 
his retainers ware taken by surprise. In vain the King would 
confiscate his lands — he cannot confiscate men’s hearts. If 
Warwick to-morrow set his armed heel upon the soil.trowest thou, 
sagacious and dear-judging Prince, that the strife which would 
follow would be but another field of Losccolc?* Thou hast heard 
of the honours with which King Louis has received the Earl. Will 
that King grudge him ships and .monies? And meanwhile, 
thinkesl thou that his favourers sleep?" 

“But if he land, Montagu,” said Richard, who seemed to 
listen with an attention that awoke all the hopes of Montagu, 
. coveting sr powerful an Ally — “if he land, and make open war on 
Edward — we must say the word boldly — what intent cau ho pro- 

* Tne battle of Erpingham, so popularly called, in contempt of the 
rebellious runaways. 
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c^iim? It is not enough to say King Edward shall not reign; the 
Earl must say also what King England should elect! ” 

•'Prince," answered Montagu, “before I reply to tfvUqucs- 
tion i vouchsafe to hear my own hearty desire and w ish. Though 
the King has deeply wronged my brother, though he has despoiled 
me of the lands, which were, peradvenlurc, not too large a 
reward for twenty victories in his cause, and restored them to the 
House that ever ranked amongst the strongholds v f his Lancastrian 
foe, yet often, when I am most resentful, the memory .of my 
royal Seigneur’s past love and kindness comes over me, — above 
ail the thought of the solemn contract between his daughter anVr my 
son; — and I,feel (now the first heat of natural anger at an insult 
offered to my niece is somewhat cooled) that if Warw ick did land I 
could almost forget my brother for my King.” 

“yUinosi repeated Richard, smiling. 

“I am plain with your Highness, and say but what I feel. 
I would even now fain trust, that by your mediation, the King 
may be persuaded to make such concessions and excuses, as in 
truth would not misbeseem him, to the father of Lady Anne, and 
his own kinsman; and that yet, ere it be too late, I may be 
spared the hitter choice between the ties of blood, and my alle¬ 
giance to the King." 

“But failing this hope, (which I devoutly share,) — ami 
Edward, it must be owned, could scarcely trust to a letter, still 
less to a messenger, the confession of a crime — failing this, 
and your brother land, a tiff I side with him for love of Anne, 
pledged to me as a bride, — what Kiug would he ask England to 
elect? ” 

“The Duke of Clarence loves you dearly. Lord Richard," 
replied Montagu. “Knowest thou not how often he hath said, 
‘By sweet St. George, if Gloucester would join me, I would 
make Edward know we were all one man’s sons, who should 
be more preferred and promoted than strangers of his wife’s 
blood.'”* 

Richard’s countenance for a moment evinced disappointment; 
but he said drily, “Then Warwick would propose that Clarence 

Hall. 
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should be king? — And the great barons, and the honesty 
burghers, and the sturdy yeomen, would, you think, not stand 
aghast at tlac manifesto whictndcclarcs not that the dynasty of Y<jrk 
is corrupt and faulty, but that the younger son should depose the 
eider — that younger son, mark me! not only unknown in war, 
•and grpen ii^council, but gay, giddy, vacillating — not subtle of 
wit, and resolute of deed, as he who so aspires should be! — 
Montagu — a vaA dream!" — Richard paused, and then 
resumed* in a low tone, as to himself — “Oh! not so — not so 
are kings cozened from their thrones — a pretext must blind men 

— say rtiey are illegitimate — say they are too young — too feeble 

— loo any thing — glide into Ihcir place — and then , not war — 

— not war. Yon slay them not — they disappear!” The Duke’s 
face, as he muttered, took a sinister and dark expression--his 
eyes seemed to gaze on spaec. Suddenly recovering himself, as 
from a reverie, he turned with his wonted sleek and gracious 
aspect to the startled Montagu, and said, “I was hut quoting 
from Italian history, good my lord — wise lore, but terrible, and 
murderous. Return we to the point. Thou seesl, Clarence could 
not reign, and as well,” added the Prince, with a slight sigh — “as 
well, or better (Tor without vanity, I have more of a king’s metal 
in me) might I — even / — aspire to my brother's crown ! ’’ Here 
lie paused, aud glanced rapidly and keenly at the Marquis; hut 
whether or not, in these words he had sought to sound Montagu, 
and that glance sufliced to show him it were bootless or dangerous 
to speak more plainly, he resumed with an altered voice 
“Enough of this: Warwick will discover the idleness of such 
design; and if he land, his trumpets must ring to a more kindling 
measure. John Montagu , thinkest thou that Margaret of Anjou 
and the Lancastrians will not rather win thy brother to their side? 
There, is the true danger to Edward — none elsewhere.” 

“And if so?" said Montagu, watching his listener’s counte¬ 
nance. Richecd started, *nd gnawed his lip. “Mark nie!” 
continued the Marquis — “I would fain, I repeat, hope vet, that 
Edward may appease the Earl; but if not, and .rather than rest 
dishonoured and aggrieved, Warwick link himself with Lancaster, 
aud thou join him as Anne’s bethrolhed and lord, what matters 



who the puppet on the throne? — we and thou .-diall be the rulers; 
or, if thou reject,” added the Marquis, artfully, as he supposed, 
exciting the jealousy of the Duke —“Henry has a ijpn — a fair, 
and, they say, a gallant I’rince — carefully tutored in the know¬ 
ledge of our English laws, and who, my Lord of Oxford, some¬ 
what in the confidence of the.Lancastrians, assures me, would 
rejoice to .'orgef old feuds, and call Warwick ‘ fattier,’ and my 
niece ‘Lady and Princess of Wales.'” v 

With all his dissimulation, Richard could ill conceal the emotions 
of fear — of jealousy — of dismay, which these words excited. 

“Lord Oxford!” lie cried, stamping his foot. “lV! John 
de Vcrc — pestilent traitor, plotftst thou thus? But we can yet 
seize thy person, and will have thy head.” 

Alarmed at this burst, and suddenly made aware that he had 
laid his breast too bare to the boy, whom he had thought to dazzle 
and seduce to his designs, Montagu said, falteringly — “Rut, 
my Lord, our talk is but in confidence; at your own prayer, with 
your own plighted word, of prince and of kinsman, that, what¬ 
ever my frankness may utter, should not pass farther. Take,” 
added the nobleman, with proud dignity — “ take my head rather 
than Lord Oxford's; for I deserve death, if I revel to one, who 
can betray, -the loose words of another’s intimacy and trust! ” 

“Forgive me, my cousin,” said Richard, meekly; “my love 
to Anne transported me too far. Lord Oxford's words, as you 
report them, J>ad conjured up a rival, and — hut enough of 
this. — And now," added the Prince, gravely, and with a steadi¬ 
ness of voice and manner that gave a certain majesty to his small 
stature— “now, as thou hast spoken openly, openly also will I 
reply. I feel the wrong to the Lady Anne as to myself; deeply, 
burning))’, aud lastingly, will it live in my mind; it may be, 
sooner or later, to rise to gloomy deeds .''even against Edward and 
Edward’s blood. Rut no, I have the King’s solemn protestations 
of repentance; his guilty passion h^s burned into ashes, and he 
now sighs — gay Edward — for a lighter fer^. 1 cannot join With 
Clarence, less can I join with the Lancastrians. My birth makes 
me the prop of the throne of York — to guard it as a heritage (who 
knows?) that may descend to mine — nay, to me! Aud mark me 
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well! if Warwick attempt a war of fratricide, he is lost; if, on tl Js 
other hand, he can submit himself to the hands of Margaret, 
stained with his father's gove, the success of an hour will chesp in 
.the humiliation of a life. There is a third way left, and that way 
thou hast piously and wisely shown. Let him, like, me, resign 
revenge, mid, not exacting a confession and a cry of I'eccavi, 
which no King, much less King Edward the J’lanlagenct, can 
whimper forth — ^el him accept such overtures as his liege can 
make, ’ll is titles and castles shall be restored, equal possessions 
to those thou hast lost assigned to thee , and all my guerdon, (if 1 
can so negotiate) as nil my ambition, — his daughter’s hand. 
Muse on this, ami for the peace and weal of the realm, so limit 
all thy schemes, my I.ord and cousin 1 ” 

With these words the Prince pressed the hand of the Marquis, 
and walked slowly towards the King's pavilion. 

‘‘Shame on my ripe manhood and lore of life,” muttered Mon¬ 
tagu , enraged against himselfand deeply mortified. “How sen¬ 
tence by sentence, and step by step, yon crafty pigmy led me on, 
till all our projects - all our fears and hopes are revealed to him, 
who but views them as a foe. Anne betrothed to one, who even 
in fiery youth can thus beguile and dupe! — Warwick decoyed 
hither upon fair words, at the will of one whom Italy (boy, there 
thou didst forget thy fence of running !j has taught how the great 
arc slain not, but disappear! No, even this defeat instructs me 
now. But right — right! the reign of ClarcAcc is impossible, 
and that of Lancaster is ill-omened and portentous; and after all, 
my son stands nearer to the throne than any subject, in his alli¬ 
ance with the Lady Elizabeth. 'Would to heaven the King could 
yet — But out on me ! this is no hour for musing on mine ow n ag¬ 
grandizement; rather let me fly at once, and warn Oxford, im¬ 
perilled by my imprudence, — whose dark eye hath set watch upon 
his life." 

At that thought, which showed that Montagu, -with all his 
worldliness, was not forgetful of one of the first duties of knight 
and gentleman, the Marquis hastened up the alley — in the oppo¬ 
site direction to that taken by Gloucester — and soon found him¬ 
self iu the court-yard, where a goodly company were mouuting 
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\heir haqucndcs and palfreys, to enjoy a summer ride through the 
neighbouring chase. The cold and half-slighting salutations of 
those minions of the hour, which n6w mortified the Xevile, de¬ 
spoiled of the possessions that had rewarded his long and brilliant 
services, — contrasting forcibly the reverential homage he had 
formerly enjoyed, slung Montagu to the quick. 

“Whither ride you, brother Marquis?” said young Lord 
Dorset, (Elizabeth's son by her first marriage,) as Montapi called 
to his single squire, who was in waiting with his horse. “ Some 
secret axpedilion , .methinks, for I have known the day w,hen the 
Lord Montagu never rode from his King’s palace with less than 
thirty squires.” * 

“Since my Lord Dorset prides himself on his memory," an¬ 
swered the scornful Lord, “ he may remember also the day when, 
if a Nevile mounted in haste, he bade the lirst Woodville he saw 
hold the stirrup.” 

And regarding “the brother Marquis" with a stately eye that 
silenced and awed retort, the long-descended Montagu passed the 
courtiers, and rode slowly on till out of sight of the palace; he 
then pushed into a hand gallop, and halted not till he had reached 
London, and gained Ihe house in which, then, dwelt the Karl of 
Oxford, the most powerful of all the Lancastrian nobles not in 
exile, and who had hitherto temporized xvilh the reigning house. 

Two days afterwards the news reached Edward that Lord Ox¬ 
ford ami Jasper of Pembroke — uncle to the boy afterwards 
11 enry VII. — had sailed from England. 

'1 lie tidings reached the King in his chamber, where lie was 
closeted with Gloucester. The conference between them seemed 
to have been warm and earnest, for Edward's face was Hushed, 
and Gloucester’s brow was perturbed and sullen. 

“Now lleavcn be praised!'* cried the King, extending to 
Richard the letter which communicated the flight of the dis¬ 
affected Lords. “ We have two encodes the less iii our roiaulmc, 
and many a baron> the more to confiscate to our kingly wants. 
Ha - ha! those Lancastrians only serve to enrich us. Frowning 
still, Richard; smile, boy!” 

'*I’oi da man ante, Edward,” said Richard, with a biller 
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'-ncrgy, strangely al variance with his usual unctious deference tc/ 
the King, “your Highness’s gaiety is ill-seasoned; you reject nil 
the meany*to assure your throne — you rejoice in all the events 
that imperil it. I prayed you to lose not a'nioincnl in conciliating, 
if possible, the great Lord whom you own you have wronged, 
and- you replied that you would rather lose your crown than win 
back the arm that gave it you." 

“An error, Richard! that crown was at once the heritage of 
my own ?>irth, and the achievement of my own sword. Rut were 
it as you say, it is not in a King's nature to bear the presence of a 
power more formidable than his own — to submit to a voice that 
commands rather than counsels; and the happiest chance that ever 
hcfcl me is the exile of this Earl. Ilow-, after what hath chanced, 
can I ever see his face again without humiliation , o.r he mine with¬ 
out resentment? " 

“So you told me anon, and I answered, If that be so, and 
your Highness shrinks from the man you have injured , beware at 
least that WaVwiek, if he may not return as a friend, come not 
back as an irresistible foe. If you will not conciliate, crush! 
Hasten by all arts to separate Clarence from Warwick. Hasten to 
prevent the uuion of the‘Earl’s popularity and Henry’s rights. 
Keep eye upon all the Lancastrian lords, and see that none quit 
the realm, where they arc captives, to join a camp where they can 
rise into leaders. And at the very moment I urge you to place 
strict watch upon Oxford — to send your swiftekt riders to seize 
Jasper of Pembroke, you laugh with glee to hear that Oxford and 
Pembroke arc gone to swell the army of your foes! ” 

“Better foes out of my realm than in it,’’ answered Edward, 
drily. 

“Mv Liege, I say no more;” and Richard rose. “I would 
foreslal a danger; it but remains for me to share it." 

The King was touched. “Tarry yet, Richard,” he said; and 
then, fixing hL brother’s cjlj, he continued, with a half smile 
and a heightened colour, “Though we know thee true and leal to 
us, we jet know also, Richard, that thou hast personal interest 
in thy counsels. Thou wouldst, by one means or another, soften 
or. constraiu the Earl into giving thee the hand of Anne. Well, 
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.hen, grant that Warwick and Clarence eipel King Edward from 
his throne, they may briug a bride to console thee for the ruin of a 
brtthcr.” 

“Thou hast no right to taunt or to suspect me, my I.ioge,'-’ 
returned Richard, with a quiver in his lip. “Thou hast included 
me in thy meditated wrong to Warwick; and had tha* wrong been 
done — ” 

“ Ecradventure it had made thee espouse Warwick’s quarrel ?” 

“Hluntiy, yes!” exclaimed Richard, almost fiercely, and 
playing with his dagger. “Rut (hp added , with a suddetwehango 
of voice,) I understand and know thee belter than the Earl did or 
could. 1 know what in thee is but thoughtless impulse, haste of 
passion, the habit kings form of forgetting all things save the love 
or hate, the desire or anger, of a moment. Thou hast told me 
thyself, and with tears, of thy offence; thou hast pardoned my 
boy’s burst of anger; I Imp pardoned thy evil thought; thou hast 
told me thyself that another face has succeeded to the brief empire 
of Anne’s blue eye, and hast further pledged me thy kingly word, 
that if I can yet compass the hand of a cousin, dear to me from 
childhood , thou wilt confirm the union.” 

“It is true ,” said Edward. “But if thou wed thy bride, keep 
her aloof from the court — nay, frown not, my hoy, I mean simply 
that I would not blush before my brother’s wife! ” 

Richard bowed low in order to conceal the expression of his 
face,, and went on without farther notice of the explanation ; 

“And all this considered, Edward, I swear by St. Paul, the 
holiest saint to thoughtful men, and by St. George, the noblest 
patron to highborn warriors, that thy crown and thine honour are 
dear to me as if thev were mine own. Whatever sins Richard of 
Gloucester may live to harbour and repent, no man shall ever say 
of him that he was a recreant to the honour of his country, * or 
slow to defend the rights of his ancestors from the treason of a 
vassal or the sword of a foreign foe. 1 Therefore, I say againif 

* So Lord Uncoil nbsorses of Itichnrd. with that discrimination, men 
in the strongest censure, of which profound judges of mankind are alone 
capable, that he was “a king jealous of the honour of the English 
nation.’’ 
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thou reject my honest counsels — if thou suffer Warwick to united 
with Lancaster and France — if the ships of Louis bear to your 
chores an enemy, the might of which your reckless daring under¬ 
values, foremost in the held, in battle, nearest to your side in 
exile, shall Diehard Planlagenct be found ! " 

These weirds, being uttered with sincerity, and conveying a 
promise never forfeited, were more impressive than the subtlest 
eloquenn* ttit* wily and accomplished Gloucester ever employed as 
the cloak to guile, and they so affected Edward, that he threw his 
arms a- iimd his brother; and after one of those bursts of emotion 
which were frequent in one whose, feelings were never deep and 
lasling, lmt easily aroused and warmly spoken, he declared him¬ 
self read} to listen to and adopt all means which Richard’s art 
could suggest for the better maintenance of their common ,vcaj and 
interests. 

And , then , with that wondrous, if somewhat too restless and 
over-refining, energy which belonged lo him, Richard rapidly 
detailed the scheme of his profound and dissimulating policy. Ills 
keen and intuitive insight into human nature had shown him the 
stern necessity which, against their very will, must unite Warwick 
with Margaret of Anjou. Ilis conversation with Montagu had left 
mi doubt of that peril on his penetrating mind. He foresaw that 
this union might he made durable and sacred by the marriage, of 
Anne and Prince Edward; and to defeat this alliance was his lirst 
object , partly through Clarence, partly through Margaret herself. 
A gentlewoman in the Duchess of Clarence's train had been ar¬ 
rested on the point of embarking to join her mistress. Richard had 
already seen and conferred with this lady, whose ambition, dupli¬ 
city, and talent for intrigue, were known to him. Having secured 
her by promises of the most lavish dignities and rewards, he pro¬ 
posed that she should he permitted to join the Duchess with secret 
messages to Isabel and the Dyke, warning them both, that War¬ 
wick and Margaret would forget their past feud in present sym¬ 
pathy, and that the rebellion agaiust King Edward, instead of 
placing them on the throne, would humble them to he subordinates 
and aliens to the real proliters — the Lancastrians.* He foresaw 
* Com. T c. 5. Hall. Holliusbcii. 



%vhat effect these warnings would have upon the vain Duke and the 
ambitious Isabel, whose diameter was known to him from child¬ 
hood. He startled the King by insisting upon sending, at the 
same time, a trusty diplomatist to Margaret of Anjou, proffering 
to give the Princess Elizabeth (betrothed to Lord Montagu’s son) 
to the young Prince Edward.* Thus, if the king, -..'ho had, as 
yet, no son, were to die, Margaret’s son, ^n right of his wife, 
ns well as in that of his own descent, would peaceably ascend the 
throne. “Need 1 say that 1 mean not this in sad and serious 
earnest ,” observed Richard , interrupting the astonished King — 
“I mean it hut to amuse the Anjouitc, and to deafen her cars to 
any overtures from Warwick. If she listen, we gain time — that 
time will inevitably renew irreconcilable quarrel between herself 
and the Earl. His hot temper and desire of revenge will not brook 
delayl lie will land , unsupported by Margaret and her partisans, 
and without any lived principle of action which can strengthen force 
by opinion.” 

“You are right, Richard,” said Edward, whose faithless cun¬ 
ning comprehended the more sagacious policy it could not ori¬ 
ginate. “All he it as you will.” 

“And in the meanwhile,” added Richard, “watrhwell, but 
anger not, Montagu and the Archbishop. It were dangerous to 
seem to distrust them till proof be clear — it were dull to believe 
them true. 1 go al once to fullil my task.” 

VII. 

Warwick ami his family in exile. 

Wii now summon the reader on a longer if less classic jcurney 
than from Thebes to Athens, and wait him on a rapid wing from 
Shone to Amboise. We must suppose that the tw'o emissaries of 
tiloucestcr have already arrived at their several destinations — the 
lady has reached Isabel — the Envoy Hlargarct. 

In one of the apartments appropriated to the Earl in the royal 
palace, within the embrasure of a vast Gothic casemcut, sal Anne 

* Original Letters from llarleian HISS. Edited by Sir il. Ellis, 
{Second Series.) 
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ol" Warwick; the small wicket in the window was open, ami ga^e 
a view of a wide and fair garden, interspersed with thick bosquets, 
and rcimljr alleys , ovrr which the rich skies of the summer o#rn- 
iiig, a little hivjore sunset, east alternate, light and shadow. To¬ 
wards this prospect the sweet face of the Lady Anne was turned 
musingly ^ The meted eye — the bended neck — the arms re- 
cliniii” on the knee — the slender fingers interlaced — ga\e to her 
whole person the (‘Varactor of reverie and repose. 

In life same chamber were two other ladies; the one was pacing 
the floor with slow but uneven steps, with lips moving from time 
to time, as if in self-commune, with the brow eOutrarted slightly: 
tier form and face took also the character of reverie, but not of re¬ 
pose. 

The third female ("the gentle and lovelj mother of the other two) 
was sealed, towards the centre of the room, before a small table, 
on which rested one of those religions manuscripts, full of the 
moralities and the marvels id' cloister sanctity, which made so 
large a portion of the literature of the monkish ages. Itnl her eye 
rested not on the Ciothic letter and the rich bla/on of the holy hook. 
With all a mother's fear, and all a mother’s fondness, it glanced 
from Isabel to Anne —- from Anne to Isabel, till at length, in one 
of tlu sc soft voices, so rarely heard , which makes e\en a stranger 
love the speaker, the fair C.ounlcss said — 

“Come hither, my child, Isabel, give me thy hand, and 
whisper me wlint hath chafed thee.” 5 

■‘My mother,” replied the Inichrss, “it would heroine me ill 
to ha\e a secret not known to thee, and yet, melliinks, it. would 
become me less to say aught to provoke thine anger.” 

“Anger, Isabel! who cut knew anger for those they love?" 

“Pardon me, my sweet mother,” stfld Isabel, relaving her 
haughty brow, and she approached and kissed her mother's cheek. 

The countess drew her g.f nlly to a seat by her side — 

•“And now tell me all — unless, indeed, thy Clarence hath, 
in some lover’s hasty mood, vexed thy afiVction ; for of the house 
hold secrets, even a mother should not question the true wife.” 

Isabel paused, and glanced significantly at Anne. 

The h:st o f the tin, " 8 
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x, “Nay — see!” said the Lountess, smiling, though sadly - 
“»S7»e, too, hath thoughts that she will not toll to mo; but they 
seen. not siteh as should alarm my fear.; as thine do. I'o- the mo¬ 
ment ere 1 spoke to thee, thy brow frowned, and her lip smiled'. 
She hears us not — speak oil.” 

“ Is it then true, my mother, that Margaret of Anjotj^s hasten¬ 
ing hither; and can it be possible that King Louis can persuade 
my lord and father to meet, save in the held f.Y battle, the arch 
enemy of our house?” ' 

“Ask the Lari thyself, Isabel; Lord Warwick hath no con¬ 
cealment from his children. Whatever he doth is ever wisest, 
best, and knightliesl — so, at least, may his children alvvay 
deem.” 

Isabel’s colour’ changed, and her eye Hashed. But ere she 
could answer, the arras was raised, and Lord Warwick entered. 
But no longer did the hero’s mien and manner evince that cordial 
and tender cheerfulness , which, in all the storms of his change¬ 
ful life, lie had displayed when coming from power and danger, 
from council or from camp, to Man’s earthly paradise — a virtuous 
Home. 

Gloomy and absorbed,- bis very dress — which, at that day, 
the Anglo-Norman deemed it a sin against self-dignity to neglect — 
betraying, by its disorder, that thorough change of the whole 
mind; that terrible internal revolution, which is made hut, in 
strong natures, fey the tyranny of a great care, ora great passion, 
the Karl scarcely seemed to heed his Lountess. who rose hastily, 
but stopped in the timid fear and reveicnre of love at the. sight of 
his stern aspect, — he threw himself abruptly on a seat, passed 
bis hand over his face, and sighed heavily. 

That sigh dispelled ^he fear of the wife, and made her alive only 
to her privilege of the soother. She drew near, and, placing her¬ 
self on the green rushes at his feel, took his hand and kissed it — 
but did not speak. v. 

The Lari's eyes fell on the lovely face looking up to him through 
tears, his brow softened, he drew his hand gently from hers, 
placed it on her head , and said, in a low voice — 

“God, and our Lady bless thee, sweet wife!” 
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Then, looking round, he saw Isabel watching him intcntljf, 
and, rising at once, he threw his arm round her waist, pressed 
her to his # hosoni, and said*, “My daughter, for thee and tlj^nc, 
day and night have. I striven and planned in vain. I cannot reward 
thy husband as I would - I cannot give thee , as I had hoped, a 
throne! 

“What title so dear to Isabel!” said the Countess, “as that 
of Lord Warwick’!! daughter?" 

Isai*el remained cold and silent, and returned not the Karl’s 
embrace. 

W arwiek was, happily, too absorbed in his own feelings to 
notice those of his child. Mm ing aw av , he continued , as lie pared 
the room, ('his habit in emotion, whieh Isabel, who had many 
minute external traits, in eominou with her father, had uiicon- 
>eiouslv caught from him) — 

“ till this morning, I hoped still, that my name and services, 
that Clarence's popular hearing and his birth of I’lantagcnct, 
would sulliee to summon the Knglish people round our standard — 
that tint false Kdward would he driven, on our landing, to fly the 
realm; and that, without ehangc to the. dynasty of York, Clarence, 
as next male heir, would ascend the throne. True, I saw all the 
obstacles — all the difliculties, — 1 was warned of them before I 
left England,; hut still I hoped. Lord Oxford has arrived — he 
lias just left me. We have gone oxer the chart of the waj before 
us, weighed the worth of every name, for vnd against; and, 
alas! I cannot hut allow that all attempt to place the younger bro¬ 
ther on the throne of the elder, would hut lead to bootless 
slaughter, and irretrievable defeat! ” 

“Wherefore think you so, my Lord?” asked Isabel, in evident 
excitement. “Your own retainers are sixty thousand; an army 
larger than Edward, and all his lords of yesterday, ran bring into 
the field.” 

“Mv child!” answered the Earl, with that profound know¬ 
ledge of his countrymen which he had rather acquired from his 
English heart, than from any subtlety of Intellect — “armies may 
gain a victory , hut they do not achieve a throne — unless, at least, 
they enforce a slaver* : Ami it is not for me, and for Clarence, to 

* 8 * 



the violent conquerors of our countrymen; but the regenerators 
of a free realm, corrupted by a false man's rule.” 

V' And what, then,” exclaimed Isabel -- “ what doi you pro¬ 
pose, my father? Can it be possible that you can unite yourself 
with the abhorred Lancastrians — with the savage Anjouilc, who 
beheaded my grandsirc, Salisbury? Well do I remember your 
own words — ‘May God and St. George forget me, when I forget 
those grey and gory hairs! ’ ” u 

Here Isabel was interrupted by a faint cry from Anne!, who, 
unobserved by the rest, and, hitherto concealed from her father's 
eye by the deep embrasure of the window, had risen some mo¬ 
ments before , and listened , with breathless attention , to the con¬ 
versation between Warwick and the Duchess. 

“It is not true — it is not true!” exclaimed Anne, passion¬ 
ately. “ Margaret disowns the inhuman deed.” 

“Thou art right, Anne,” said Warwick; “though I guess not 
how thou didst learn the error of a report so popularly believed, 
that till of late I never questioned its truth. King Louis assures 
me solemnly, that that foul act was done against Margaret’s know¬ 
ledge , and when known, to her grief and anger, by the butchci 
Clifford." 

“And you, who call Kdward false , can belief Louis true!” 

“Cense, Isabel — cease!” said the Countess. “Is it thus 
my child can address my lord and husband! Forgive her, beloved 
Richard.” *• 

“Such heat in Clarence’s wife misheseems her not,” answered 
Warwick. “And I can comprehend and pardon in my haughty 
Isabel a resentment her reason must, at last, subdue; for, think 
not, Isabel, that it is without dread struggle and lierce agony that 
I can contemplate peace and league with mine ancient foe; but 
here two duties speak to me in voices not to be denied: my honnut 
and my hearth, as noble and as man, demand redress — and th< 
weal and glory of my country demand a‘ruler who does not degrade 
a warrior, nor assail a virgin , nor corrupt a people by lewd plea¬ 
sures, nor exhaust a land by grinding imposts; and that honmn 
shall be vindicated, and that country shall be righted, no mallei 
at what sacrifice of private grief and pride.” 
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The words, and the tone of the Earl for a moment awed cv$n 
Isabel, bnl after a pause, she said, sullenly, “And for this, 
then, rliftenec hath joined your quarrel, and shared your exile! 
— for this, — that he may plare the eternal barrier of the Lancas¬ 
trian line between himself and the English throne!” 

“ I would fain hope,” answered the Earl, calmly, “that Cla¬ 
rence will view oil!'hard position more charitably than thou. If he 
gain not all that I could desire, should success crown our arms, 
he will, at least, gain much; for often and ever, did thy husband, 
Isabel, urge me to stern measures against Edward, when I 
soothed him am| restrained. Mort Dim! how often did be com¬ 
plain of slight and insult from Elizabeth and her minions, of open 
affront from Edward, of parsimony to his wants as Prince —of a 
life, in short, humbled and made bitter by all the indignity arid 
the gall which scornful power can inflict on dependent pride. If 
he gain not the throne, lie will gain , at least, the succession, in 
thy right, to the baronies of Beauchamp, the mighty duchy and 
the vast heritage of York, the vice-royalty of Ireland. Never 
Prince of the blood had wealth and honours equal to those that 
shall await thy Lord. For the rest, 1 drew him not into my 
quarrel — long before, would he have drawn me into his; nor 
doth it become thee, Isabel, as child and as sister, to repent, if 
the husband of my daugter fell as brave men feel, without calcula¬ 
tion of gain and profit, the insult offered to his lady’s house. But, 
if here I overgauge his chivalry and love to me and mine, or dis¬ 
content his ambition and his hopes , Mort Dicu ! we hold him not 
a captive. Edward will hail his overtures of peace; let him make 
terms with his brother, and return.” 

“I will report to him what you say, my Lord,” said I-nhcI, 
with cold brevity; and, bending her haughty head in formal re¬ 
verence, she advanced to the door. Anne sprang forward and 

caught her har.J. 

■ 

“Oh, Isabel!" she whispered; “in our father's sad and 
gloomy hour can you leave him thus?” — and the sweet lady hurst 
into tears. 

“Anne,” retorted Isabel, biferly, “thy heart is Lancas- 
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tiVin; and what, peradventurc, grieves my father, hath but joy 
for lice.” 

Anne drew back, pale and trembling, and her sisler swept, 
from the room. 

The Earl, though he had not overheard the whispered sen¬ 
tences which passed between his daughters, had waft lied them 
closely, and his lip quivered with emotion, ay Isabel closed the 
door. 

“Come hither, my Anne,” he said, tenderly; “thou, who 
hast thy mother's face, never hast a harsh thought for thy 
father.” 

As Anne threw herself on Warwick’s breast ,*hc continued — 
“And how earnest thou to learn that Margaret disowns a deed that, 
if done by her command , would render my union w ith her cause a 
sacrilegious impiety to the dead?” 

Anne coloured , aud nestled her head still closer to her father’s 
bosom. Her mother regarded her confusion and her silence with 
an anxious eye. 

The wing of the palace in which the Earl’s apartments were si¬ 
tuated, was appropriated to himself and household, flanked to 
the left by an abutting pile containing stale-chambers, never used 
by the austere and thrifty Louis, save on great occasions of pomp 
or revel; and, as wc have before observed, looking on a garden, 
— which was generally solitary and deserted. From this garden, 
while Anne yet strove for words to answer her father, and the 
Countess yet watched her embarrassment, suddenly came the soft 
struin of a Provencal lute; while a low voice, rich, and modulated 
at once by a deep feeling and an exquisite art that would have given 
effect to even simpler words, breathed 

THE I..VY Of TIIE 1IE1U OF LANCASTER. 

“His birthright hut a Father’s name, 

A Grandsire’s hero-sword; 

. II<*w blithe' the beggar seems beside 
The friendless , homeless Lord ! 

“Yet one dear hope, too dear to tell, 

Consoled the exiled man; 

The Angels have their home in Hea\en. 

And gentle thoughts in Anne." 
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At that name tlic voice of the singer trembled, and paused a 
moment; the Karl, who at (irst had scarcely listened to what/lie 
deemed rhit the ill-seasoned gallantry of one of the royal minstrels, 
started in proud surprise, and Anne herself, tightening her clasp 
round her father’s neck , hurst into passionate sobs. The eye of 
the tlounft’ss met that of her Lord, hut she put her finger to her 
lips in sign to liin^lo listen. The song was resumed — 

"lleraII the single sunny lime. 

In ehililliooil's April weather. 

When lie ami limn. 11n- hoy and girl. 

Roved. hand in hand, together; — 

“When round thy young companion knelt 
t he Princes of the isle; — 

An«l Priest and People pray'd their God, 

On Fngland’s Heir to smile.” 

The Karl uttered a half-stilled exclamation , but the minstrel heard 
not the interruption, and continued — 

“ Meihinks (he sun hath ne\rr smil’d 
t'pon (lie exiled man , 

Like that bright morning when the hoy 
Told all his soul to Anne. 

•* No; while tiis birthright Imt a name, 

A (iramisire’s hero-sword, 
lie would not woo the lofty maid 
t o love (to- banish'd lord. 

“Rut when, with clarion, fife, and d xim, 
lie claims and wins his own; 

When o er ttit* Hehigc drifts his Ark, 

To rest upon a Throne. — 

‘‘Tiik.n . wilt thou deign to hear the hope 
That bless’d tin; exited man. 

When pining for his Father’s crown 
To deck the brows of Anne! ” 

The song ceased, and there was silence within the chamber, 
broken but by Anne's low, yet passionate weeping. The Earl 
gently strove to disengage her arms from his neck, but she, 
mistaking bis intention , sank on her knees, and covering her face 
with her hands, exclaimed — 

“ Pardon ! - pardon ! — pardon him if not me!” 
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^“What have I to pardon? What hast thou concealed from 
mtj? Never will I think that thou hast met, in secret , one 
whd — ” 

“In secret! Never—never, father! This is the third time 
only that I have heard his voice since we have been at Amhoise, 
save when — save when—” 

“Goon.” , 

“Save when King Louis presented him to me in thg revel, 
under the name of the Count de F—, and he asked me if I could 
forgive his mother for Lord (Milford's crime.” 

“It is,’ then, as the rhyme proclaimed; and it is Kdvvard 
of Lancaster who loves and vvoos the daughter of Lord Warwick ! ” 
Something in her father’s voice made Anne remove her hands 
from her face, and look up to him with a thrill of timid joy. 1'pon 
his brow, indeed, frowned no anger — upon his lip smiled no 
scorn. At that moment all his haughty grief at the Curse of Cir¬ 
cumstance, which drove him to his hereditary foe, had vanished. 
Though Montagu had obtained from Oxford some glimpse of the 
desire the more sagacious and temperate Lancastrians already 
entertained for that alliance, and though Louis had already hinted 
its expediency to the Karl, yet, till noxv, Warwick himself had 
naturally conceived that the Prince shared the enmity of his 
mother, and that such an union, however politic, was impos¬ 
sible; hut now, indeed, there burst upon him the full triumph 
of revenge and pthde. Edward of York dared to woo Anne to 
dishonour— Kdvvard of Lancaster dared not even woo her as his 
wife till his crown was won! To place upon the throne the very 
daughter the ungrateful monarch had insulted - to make her he 
would have humbled not only the instrument of his fall, but the 
successor of his purple — to unite in one glorious strife, the 
wrongs of the man and the pride of the father, — these were the 
thoughts that sparkled in his eye, and flushed with a fierce rapture 
the dark cheek, already hollowed by passion and care. lie raised 
his daughter from the floor, and placed her iu her mother's arms, 
but still spoke not. 

“This, then, was thy secret, Anne;” whispered the Coun¬ 
tess, “and I half foreguessed it, when, last night, I knelt 



beside thy couch to pray, and overheard thee murmur in ^fiy 
dreams.” ( 

“Swl*ct mother, thou forgivest me; but my father — aii, he 
speaks not! — One word! Father, father, not even fu's love 
could console ine if I angered thro!" 

The i'.-.irl, who had remained rooted to the’spot, his eyes 
shining thoughtfully under his dark brows, and his hand slightly 
raised,| as if piercing into the Future, and mapping out its airy 
realm, turned quickly — 

“I go to the Heir of Lancaster; if this boy he hold anil true — 
worthy of England and of thee — we will change the sad ditty of 
that scrannel lute into such a storm of trumpets ns beseems the 
triumph of a Conqueror, and the marriage of a Prince! ” 


VIII. 


How the Heir ot Lancaster meets the King-maker. 

In truth, the young Prince, in obedience to a secret message 
from the artful Louis, had repaired to the court of Amhoise under 
the name of the Count de F—. The French King had long before 
made himself acquainted with Prince Edward's romantic attach¬ 
ment. to the Karl’s daughter, through the agent employed hv 
Edward to transmit his portrait to Anne at Rouen ; and from him 
probably, eann* to Oxford the suggestion which that nobleman had 
hazarded to .Montagu; and now that it became his policv »ciinus|y 
and earnestly to espouse the cause of his kinswoman Margaret, 
he saw’ all the advantage to his cold statecraft, which could he 
drawn from a boyish love. Louis had a well-founded fear of the 
warlike spirit, and military talents of Edward the Fourth : and this 
fear had induced him hitherto to refrain from openly espousing the 
cause of the Lancastrians, though it did not prevent his abetting 
speh seditions and intrigues as could coniine the attention of the 
martial Plantagenet to the perils of his own realm. But now that 
the breach between "Warwick and the King had taken place — now 
that the Earl could no longer curb the desire of the Yorkist Monarch 
■to advanre his hereditary claims to the fairest provinces of France — 
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na<’, pcradventurc, to France itself, — while the defection of Lord 
"Wa -wick gave to the Lancastrians the first fair hope of success in 
urging their own pretensions to the English throne — h<- bent all. 
the powers of his intellect and his will towards the restoration of a 
natural ally, and the downfall of a dangerous foe. But he knew 
that Margaret and her Lancastrian favourers could not of them¬ 
selves suflficc to achieve a revolution — that they could only succeed 
under cover of the popularity and the power of Warwick, v,hile he. 
perceived all the art it would require to make Margaret forego her 
vindictive nature and long resentment, and to supple the pride of 
the great Karl into recognising, as a sovereign, the woman who 
had branded him as a traitor. 

Long before Lord. Oxford’s arrival, Louis, with all that 
address which belonged to him, had gradually prepared the Karl 
to familiarize himself to the only alternative before him , save that, 
indeed, of powerless sense of wrong, and obscure and lasting 
exile. The French king looked with more uneasiness to the 
scruples of Margaret; and to remove these, he trusted less to bis 
own skill, than to her love for her only son. 

His youth passed principally in Anjou — that Court of Min¬ 
strels — young Edward's gallant and ardent temper had become 
deeply imbued with the southern poetry and romance. Perhaps, 
the very feud between his House and Lord Warwick’s, though 
both claimed their common descent from John of Haunt, had 
tended, by the contradictions in the human heart, to endear to 
him the recollection of the gentle Anne, lie obeyed with joy the 
summons of Louis, repaired to the court, was presented to Anne 
as the Count de F —, found himself recognised at the lirst glance, 
(for his portrait still lay upon her heart, as his remembrance in its 
core,) and, twice before the song we have recited , had ventured, 
agreeably to the sweet customs of Anjou, to address the Lady of 
his love, under the shade of the starlit and summer copses. But 
on this last occasion , he had departed irom his former discretion ; 
hitherto he had selected au hour of deeper night, and ventured 
but beneath the lattice of the maiden’s chamber when the rest of 
the palace was hushed in sleep. And the fearless declaration of 
his rank and love now hazarded, was prompted by one who cod- 
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trivcd to turn to gra\e uses the wildest whim of the minstrel, tie 
most romantic enthusiasm of youth* 

I.ouisi*had just learned from Ovford the result of his interview 
with Warwick. And about the same time the French king had 
received a letter from Margaret, announcing her departure from 
the Castle of Verdun for Tours, where she prayed him to meet her 
forthwith, and slewing, that she had received from England tidings 
that might change all her schemes, and more than ever forbid the 
possibility of a reconciliation with the Karl of Warwick. 

The King perceived the necessity of railing into immediate elTert 
the aid on which he had relied , in the presence and passion of the 
young Prince. He sought him at once — - he found him in a remote 
part of the gardens, and overheard him breathing to himself the 
lay he had just'eomposed. 

*• Pnsque Dicu!” said the King, laying his hand on the young 
man's shoulder — “if thou wilt but repeat thal song where ami 
when f bid thee, I promise that before the month ends Lord 
Warwick shall pledge thee his daughter’s hand; and before the 
year is closed thou shall sit beside Lord Warwick’s daughter in 
the hails of Westminster.” 

And viie royal trouhador took the counsel of the King. 

The song had ceased; the minstrel emerged from the bosquets, 
and stood upon the sward, as, from the postern of the palace, 
walked with a slow step, a form which it became him not, as 
Prince or as Lover, in pence or in war, to shridk. The first stars 
had now risen; the light, though serene, was pale and dim. The 
two men — the one advancing, the other motionless — gazed on 
each other in grave silence. As Count de F —, amidst the young 
nobles in the King’s train, the Earl had scarcely noticed the lleir 
of England. He viewed him now with a different eye: — in secret 
complacency, for, with a soldier’s weakness, the soldier-baron 
valued men too much for their outward seeming, — he surveyed a 
figure already masculine afid stalwart, though still in the graceful 
symmetry of fair eighteen. 

“A youth of a goodly presence,” muttered the Earl, “w'itb 
the dignity that commands in peace, and the sinews that can strive 
against hardship and death in war.” 
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V He approached, and said, calmly - “Sir Minstrel, he who 
wons either fame or beauty may love the bite, but should wield the 
swoVd. Alleast, so, incthinks, had tin* Fifth Henry s!fid to him 
who boasts for his heritage the sword of Agincourt." 

“O noble Earl! ” exclaimed the Prince, touched by words far 
gentler than he had dared to hope, despite his bold antf steadfast 
mien, and giving way to frank and graceful cnydion — “O noble 
Karl! since thou kuowest me. — since my secret is toldsince, 
in that secret, I ha>c proclaimed a hope as dear to me as a crown, 
and dearer far than life, can l hope that thy rebuke but veils thy 
favour, and that, under Lord Warwick’s eye, the grandson of 
Henry the Fifth shall approve himself worthy of the blood that 
kindles in his veins?” 

“Fair Sir and Prince,” returned the Karl, whose hardy and 
generous nature the emotion and fire of Edward warmed and 
charmed, “there arc, alas! deep memories of blood and wrong ~ 
the sad deeds and wrathful words of party feud and civil war, 
between thy royal mother and myself; and though we may unite 
now against a common foe, much I fear that the Lady Margaret 
would brook ill a closer friendship, a nearer tie, than the exigency 
of the hour, between Richard Nevile and her son.” 

“No, Sir Earl; let me hope you misthink her. Hot and 
impetuous, hut not mean and treacherous, the moment that she 
accepts the service of thine arm she must forget that thou hast been 
her foe; and if I,* as rnv father’s heir, return to England, it is in 
the trust that a new era will commence. Free from the passionate 
enmities of cither faction, Yorkist and Lancastrian arc but 
Englishmen to me. Justice to all who serve us — pardon for all 
who have opposed.” 

The Prince paused, and, even in the dim light, his kingly 
aspect gave effect to his kingly words. “And if this resolve be 
such as you approve — if you, great Earl, be that which even 
your foes proclaim, a man whose pow'er rests less on lands anjl 
vassals — broad though the one, and numerous though the other— 
Ilian on well-known love for England, her glory, and her peace, 
it rests with you to bury for ever in one grave the feuds of Lan-* 
caster and York! What Yorkist, who hath fought at Touton or • 



St. Alban’s, in.. : IT Lord Warwick's standard, will lift swowi 
against the hus! uni t»f Lord Warwick’s daughter; what L«t/- 
castriau will imt forgiic a Yorkist, when Lord Warwick, the 
kinsman of l>ul. •• Richard. becomes father to the Lancastrian heir, 
and bulwark to the Lancastrian throne? Oh, Warwick, if not 
for my sab-, n-.r for the sake of full redress against the ingrate 
whom thou repcn^sl to have placed on my father’s throne, at 
least for the sake of England — for the healing of her bleeding 
wound*. for the union of her ditided people, hear the grand¬ 
son of Henry the Fifth, who mics to thee for thy daughter’s 
hand!” 

The royal wooer bent his knee as he spoke - the mighty subject 
saw and prevented the impulse of the Prince who bail forgotten 
himself in the Lover; the hand which lie caught he lifted to his 
lips, and the next moment, in manly and soldier-like embrace, 
the Prince’s young arm was throw n over the broad shoulder of the 
King-maker. 


IX. 

The interview of Earl Warwick and Queen Margaret. 

Louis hastened to meet Margaret at Tours; thither came also, 
her father Rene, her brother, John of Calabria, Yolantc her 
sister, and the Count of Vaudemontc. The meeting between the 
Queen andRenl was so touching as to have drawif tears to the hard 
eyes of Louis XI.; but, that emotion over, Margaret evinced 
how little affliction had humbled her high spirit, or softened her 
angry passions: she interrupted Louis in every argument for 
reconciliation with Warwick. “Not with honour to myself, and 
to my son she exclaimed , “can I pardon that cruel Earl — the 
main cause of King Henry’s downfall! in vain patch up a hollow 
peace betw ecu us — a peace, of form and parchment! My spirit 
never can he contented wilh'hini, nc pardon!” 

For several days she maintained a language which betrayed the 
chief cause of her own impolitic passions, that had lost her crown. 
Showing to Louis the letter despatched to her, proffering the hand 
of the Lady Elizabeth to her son , she asked, “if that were not a 
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more profitable party,’”* and, “'if it were necessary that she 
sfLyuld forgive — whether it were not more queenly to treat with 
KtK.ard than with a two-fold rebel?” * 

In fact, the Queen would, perhaps, have fallen into r.Iouccs-. 
tor’s artful snare, despite all the arguments and even the half- 
menaces 1 ** of the more penetrating Louis, but fora cornteracting 
influence which Diehard had not reckoned upon. Prim e Edward, 
who hail lingered behind Louis, arrived froni^Amboise, and his 
persuasions did more, than all the representations of tfie crafty 
King. The Queen loved her son with that intenseness which cha¬ 
racterizes the one soft affection of violent natures. Never hail she 
yet opposed his most childish whim, and now he spoke with the" 
eloquence of one, who pul his heart and his life’s life into his 
words. At last, reluctantly , she consented to an interview with 
Warwick. The ICarl, accompanied by Oxford, arrived at Tours, 
and the two nobles were led into the presence of Margaret by King 
Louis. 

The reader will picture to himself a room darkened by thick 
curtains drawn across the casement, for the proud woman wished 
not the Earl to delect on her face, either the ravages of years, or the 
emotions of offended pride. On a throne chair, placed on the dais, 
sate the motionless Queen, her hands clasping, convulsively, the 
arms of the faulcuil, her features pale and rigid; — and behind the 
chair leant the graceful figure of her son. The person of the Lan¬ 
castrian Prince Was little less remarkable than that of his hostile 
namesake, but its character was distinctly different.*** Spare, like 

* See, for this curious passage of secret history, Sir It- Ellis's 
Original I.etters from the llarleian MSS., second series, vol. i. letter 12. 

** Louis would have thrown ovei Margaret’s cause, if Warwick had 
demanded it; lie inslriieled MM. de Coneressault and Du Plessis to 
assure the Earl that In: would aid hint to the utmost to reeompiei Eng¬ 
land either for the Queen Margaret or for any one else tie chose mu pour 
ijn'it voiidra). — For that lie loved the I-J.irl better than Margaret or her 
son. — Itarante, T. ix. 216. 

*** “Aeroriling to some of the French chroniclers, the Prince of 
Wales, who was one of the handsomest and most aernmplishnd prinees 
in EurlSpc. was very desirous of hcrnming the husband of Aline V 1 - 
vile," t\e. — Miss Slrieldund , Life of M.u garet of Anjou. 
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Henry the. Fifth, almost to the manly defect of leanness; his pro¬ 
portions were slight to those which gave such portly majesty to^ie 
vast-chewed Kdvvard, l»ul» they evinced the promise of aluost 
equal strength; the muscles hardened to iron by early exorcise in 
arms, the sap of youth never wasted by riot and debauch: His 
short purple mantclinc trimmed with ermine, was embroidered 
with his gram!lather’s favourite device, ‘the silver swan’ — he 
wore on his breast, the badge of St. tieorge., and the single, ostrich 
plume,*which made his cognizance as Prince of Wales, waved over 
a fair and ample forehead , on which were, even then, traced the. 
lines of musing thought and high design ; his chesnut hair curled 
close to his noble head , bis eye shone dark and brilliant, beneath 
the deep-set brow, which gives to the human countenance such 
expression of energy and intellect: Ail about him, in aspect and 

mien, seemed to betoken a mind riper than his years, a masculine 
simplicity of taste and bearing, the earnest and grave tempera¬ 
ment, mostly allied , in youth, to-pure and elevated desires , to 
an honourable and chivalric soul. 

Below the dais stood some of the tried and gallant gentlemen 
who had braved exile, and tasted penury in their devotion to (lie 
House of Lancaster, and who had now Hocked once more round 
their Queen, in the hope of heller days. There, were the Dukes 
of Kxetcr and Somerset — their very garments soiled and thread¬ 
bare — many a day had those great lords hungered for the beggar's 
crust!* There, stood Sir John Fortescue, the patriarch authority 
of our laws, who had composed his famous treatise for the benefit 
of the young Prince, over-fond of exercise with lance and brand, 
and the recreation of Knightly song. There, were, .laspct of Pem¬ 
broke , and Sir llenry Hons, and the Karl of Devon, and the 
Knight of Lyttmi, whose house had followed, from sire to son, the 
fortunes of the Lancastrian Rose;* and, contrasting the sober 

* Philip (h- Comines say.* lie himself had •seen the Pokes of K\eter 
and Somerset in the Low Countries in as wretched a’plighl as eouuiioit 
beggars. 

* Sir Koheri de l.vlton 'whose grandfather had been Comptroller to 
the Household of Ijenrv l\.. and Agister of the l-’olests allotted to Queen 
.Joan was one of the most powerlul knights ol tin- lime; and atlerwaids. 
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garments of Ihe exiles, shone the jewels ami cloth or gold that 
decked the persons of the more prosperous foreigners, Fcrri Count 
of VaudcniODtc, Margaret’s'brother, the Duke of Calabria, and 
the powerful form of Sir Pierre de llrezt'-, who had accompanied 
Margaret in her last disastrous campaigns, with all the devotion of 
a chevalier for the lofty lady adored in secret. * 

When the door opened, and gave to the eyes of those proud 
eviles the form of their puissant enemy, they vtith difficulty sup¬ 
pressed the murmur of their resentment, and their looks turned 
with sympathy and grief to the hneless face, of their Queen. 

The Karl himself was troubled — his step was less lirm, his 
•’rest less haughty, his eye less serenely steadfast. 

Hut beside him, in a dress more homely than that of the 
poorest exile there, and in garl> and in aspect, as he lives for ever 
in the portraiture of Vietor Hugo and our own yet greater Scott, 
moxed Louis, popularly called “The Fell.” 

“Madame and cousin,” said the King, “we present to you 
the man for whose haute courage and dread fame we have such 
love and respect, that wc value him as much as any King, and 
would do as much for him as for mau living,** and with my Lord 
of Warwick, see also this noble Karl of Oxford, who, though be 
may have sided awhile with the enemies of your Highness, comes 
now to pray your pardon, and to lay at your feet his sword.” 

Lord Oxford, (who had exer unwillingly acquiesced in the 
Yorkist dynasty^ more prompt than Warwick, here threw him¬ 
self on his knees before Margaret, and his tears fell on her hand, 
.1 ■« he murmured , “Pardon.” 


accoiilnisr in l*i-iKin WarliccK, one of the ministers most trnsleil bv 
llenrx VII. He wa< Lord of l.xllon. in Dei hyshire (where his ancestors 
Siail lieen settled .since the Conquest), ol hneliwnrtli in Herts. Mhe an¬ 
cient seat ami manor of i’lautagem-l ile IIIotliertoli, Karl of Norfolk and 
Kart-Marshal), of Mxndelrsdeu and Langley, of Ntaiidxarn. Dene, 
and ItreKeshorne. in Northamptonshire, -ind became, in the Reign ol 
Henry VII.. I , riv>*-eoiineillor . Cnder-treasnrer, and Keeper of the uri at 
Wardrobe. 

* See for the cliixalrous dexotiou of this knight (Sene dial ot Nor¬ 
mandy) to Margaret Miss Strickland's Life of that t^ncen. 

** Ellis's Original Letters, xol. i. letter 4-. si com! series. 
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“Rise, Sir John de Vcre,” said the Queen , glancing, vvilba 
flashing eye, from Oxford to Lord Warwick. “ Your pardo^is 
ijight easy*to purchase, for well I know that you yielded but to the 
time — you did not turn the time against us — you and yours have 
suffered much for King Henry’s cause. Rise, Sir Earl.” 

“And,” said a voice, so deep and so solemn, that it hushed 
the very breath of ^iose who heard it, — “and has Margaret a par¬ 
don alst^for the man who did more than all others to dethrone King 
Henry, and can do more than all to restore his crown?" 

“Ha!” cried Margaret, rising in her passion, and casting 
from her the hand her son had placed upon her shoulder — “ Ha! 
Ownest thou thy wrongs, proud Lord? Comest thou at last to 
kneel at Queen .Margaret’s feet? Look round and hehohl her court 
— some half-score brave and unhappy gentlemen, driven from 
their hearths and homes — their heritage the prey of knaves and 
varlets theiv Sovereign in a prison — their Sovereign’s wife, 
their Sovereign’s son, persecuted and hunted from the soil! And 
comest thou now to the forlorn Majesty of Sorrow to boast — 
'Such deeds were mine’?” 

“Mother and Lady,” began the Prince —- 

“Madden me not, my sou. Forgiveness is for the prosperous, 
not for adversity and woe.” 

“ Hear me,” said the Earl, — who having once bowed his pride 
to the interview , had steeled himself against the passion which, in 
hi-> heart, he somewhat despised as a mere woman’s burst of un¬ 
resisting fury “ For I have this right to be heard — that not one 
of these knights , your lealest and noblest friends, can say of me, 
that I ever stooped to gloss mine acts, or palliate hold deeds with 
wily w ords. Dear to me ns comrade in arms — sacred to me as a 
father’s head, was Richard of York, mine uncle by marriage with 
Lord Salisbury’s sister. I speak not now' of his claims by descent, 
(for those even King Henry ^uuld not deny,) but I maintain them, 
even in your Grace’s presence, to be such as vindicate, from dis¬ 
loyalty and treason, me and the many true and gnllaAl men, who 
upheld them through danger, by field and scaffold. Error, it 
might be — but the error of men who believed themselves the de¬ 
fenders of a just cause. Nor did I, Queen Margaret, lend myself 

fust of the Unions. II. 9 
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wholly to my kinsman's quarrel, nor share one scheme that went 
to \\he dethronement of King Henry, until — pardon if I speak 
bluntly; it is my wont, and would be more so now, fc',it for thy 
fair face and woman’s form, which awe me more than if confront¬ 
ing the frown of C»eur de Lion, or the First great Edward — pardon 
me, I say, if I speak bluntly and aver, that I was not King Henry’s 
lbe until false counsellors had planned my destruction, in body 
and goods, land and life. In the midst of peace, at Coventry, my 
father and myself scarcely escaped the knife of the murderer. * 
In the streeis of London, the very menials and hangmen employed 
in the sen ice of vour Highness beset me unarmed: ** a little time 
after, and my name was attainted by an illegal Parliament.*** 
And not till after these, things did ltiehard Duke of York ride lo the 
Halt of Westminster, and lay his hand upon the’fhrone; nor till 
alter these things did I and my father Salisbury say to each other, 
‘The time has come when neither peace nor honour can be found 
for us under King Henry's reign.’ Blame me, if you will. Queen 
Margaret; reject me, if you need not my sword; hut that which I 
did in the gone days was such as no nobleman so outraged and 
despaired , •{• would have foreborne lo do; — remembering that 
England is not the heritage of the King alone, but that safety and 
honour, and freedom and justice, are the rights of his Norman 
gentlemen, and his Saxon people. And rights are a mockery and 
a laughter if they do not justify resistance, whensoever, and by 
whomsoever, they are invaded and assailed.” 

It had been with a xiolent effort that Margaret had refrained 
from interrupting this address, which had, howexcr, produced no 
inconsiderable effect upon the knightly listeners around the dais. 
And now, as the Karl ceased, her indignation was arrested by 
dismay on seeing the young Prince suddenly leave his post and 
advance to the side of Warw ick. 

* See Hall . who says that MariSirel had laid a snare for Salis¬ 
bury amt Warwick, at Warwick, and ”if they had not .suddenly departed 
their lile’s thread had been broken.” 

** llall. F.iloan. 

•“ Part. Hulls. 37o. W. Wyr. 478. 

f Warwick’s phrase: — see So- II. Ellis's Original Letters. \ol. i, 
^Second Scrict.) 
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“Right well hast thou spoken, noble Earl and cousin—right 
well, though right plainlv { And I,” added the Prince, “sowing 
jthe presence of inv Queen and mother—I, the representative of 
my sovereign lather, in his name will pledge thee a King's oblivion 
and pardon for the past, if thou, on thy side, acquit my princely 
mother of all privity to the snares against thy life and honour of 
which thou hast ypoken, and give thy knightly word to be hence¬ 
forth Iqal to Lancaster. Perish alt memories of the past that can 
make walls between the souls of brave men! ” 

Till this moment, bis arms folded in liis gown, his thin, fox¬ 
like face bent to the ground, Louis had listened, silent and un¬ 
disturbed. He now deemed it the moment to second the appeal of 
the Prince, passing his hand hypocritically over his tearless eyes, 
the King turned to Margaret, and said — 

“Joyful hour! — Happy union! —May Madame La Viorgo 
and Monseigneur St. Martin sanctify and hallow the bond by which 
alone my beloved kinswoman can regain her rights and roiaulmc. 
Amen.” 

Unheeding this pious ejaculation, her bosom heaving, her eyes 
wandering from the Karl to Ed war if, Margaret at last gave vent to 
her passion. 

“Ami is it come to this. Prince Edward of Wales, that thy 
mother’s wrongs are not thine? Standesl thou side by side with 
my mortal foe, who, instead of repenting treason, dares but to 
complain of injury? Atn I fallen so low that my voice to pardon 
or disdain is counted hut as a sough of idle air! find of my fathers, 
hear me! Willingly from my heart I tear the last thought and care 
for the pomps of earth. Hateful to me a crown for which the w earer 
must cringe to enemy and rebel! Away, Karl Warw ick! Mon¬ 
strous and unnatural seems it to the wife of captive Henry, to see 
thee by the side of Henry's son! ” 

. Every eye turned in fear to the aspect of the Karl, every ear 
listened for the answer which might be expected from his well- 
known heat and pride — an answer to destroy forever the last hope 
of the Lancastrian line. But whether it was the very consciousness 
vf his power to raise or to crush that fiery speaker or those feelings 

y* 



132 


natural lo brave men, half of chivalry, half contempt, which kept 
thnt'. i the natural anger by thoughts of the sox and sorrows of the 
Anjouite, or that the wonted irascibility of his temper Intel melted 
into one steady and profound passion of revenge against Edward 
of York, which absorbed all lesser and more lri\ini causes of resent¬ 
ment, — the Karl’s face, though pale as the dead, was unmoved 
and calm, and, with a grave and melancholy smij", he answered — 
“More do I respect thee, O Queen, for the hot worth; which 
show a truth rarely heard from royal lips, than hadsl thou deigned 
to dissimulate the forgiveness and kindly charity , which sharp 
remembrance permits thee not to feel! j\o, princely Margaret, 
not yet eatt there, he frank amity between thee and me! INor do I 
boast the affection yon gallant gentlemen have displayed. Frankly, 
as thou hast spoken, do I say, that the wrongs I have suffered from 
another alone move. me to allegiance to thyself! Let others serve 
thee for love of Henry— reject not my service, given but for re¬ 
venge on Edward — as much, henceforth, ant I his foe as form¬ 
erly his friend and maker! * And if, hereafter, on the throne, 
thou shouldst remember and resent the former wars, at least, 
thou hast owed me no gratitude, and thou canst not grieve my 
heart, and seethe my brain, as the man whom I once loved belter 
than a son ! Thus, from thy presence I depart, chafing not at thy 
scornful wrath — mindful, young Prince, but of thy just ami 
gentle heart, and sure, in the calm of my own soul, on which so 
much, at least, of our destiny is reflected as on a glass, that when, 
high Lady, thy colder sense returns to thee, thou wilt see that the 
league between us mvsl he made! — that thine ire, as woman, 
must fade before thy duties as a mother, thy affection as a wife, 
and thy paramount and solemn obligations to the people thou hast 
ruled as Queen! In the dead of night, thou shall hear the voice of 
llenry, in his prison, asking Margaret to set him free! The vision 
of thy son shall rise before thee in his,blooin and promise, to de¬ 
mand , ‘ Why his mother deprives him of a crown? ’ and crowds ; pf 
pale peasants, grinded beneath tyrannous exaction, and despair¬ 
ing fathers mourning for dishonoured children, shall ask the 


• See II. Kllis’s, Orig. Letters, vol. i. Series 2. 



Christian Queen, ‘If God will sanction the unreasoning wnith 
which rejects the only instrument that can redress her people?/’ 

This%aid, the Karl bowed his head and turned; but, at the 
first sign of his departure, there was a general movement among 
the noble bystanders: Impressed by the dignity of his bearing, by 
the greatness of his power, and by the unquestionable truth that 
in rejecting him % Margaret cast away the heritage of her son, — 
the exiles, with a common impulse, threw themselves at their 
Queen’s feet, and exclaimed, almost in the same words, - 

“ Grace! noble Queen ! — Grace* for the great Lord Warwick ! ” 

“ My sister,” whispered John of Calabria, “thou art thy son’s 
ruin if the Karl depart! ” 

“I’asque I>ieu! Vex not my kinswoman — If she prefer a 
convent to a throne, cross not the holy choice!” said the wily 
Louis, w ith a mocking irony on his pinched lips. 

The Princ’c alone spoke not, hut stood proudly on the same 
spot, gazing oo the Karl, as he slowly moved to the door. 

“Oh, Edward — Edward, my son ! ” exclaimed the unhappy 
Margaret, “If for thy sake— for thine — I must make the past a 
blank — speak thou for me! ” 

“I have spoken,” said the Prince, gently, “and thou didst 
chide me, noble mother: yet I spoke, methinks, as Henry the 
Fifth had done, if of a mighty enemy he. had had the power to 
make a noble friend?” 

A short convulsive sob was hoard from the throne chair; and 
* 

as suddenly as it burst, it ceased. Queen Margaret rose—not 
a trace of that stormy emotiou upon the grand and marble beauty 
of her face. Her voice, unnaturally calm, arrested the steps of 
the departing Earl. > 

“Lord Warwick, defend this boy — restore bis rights — 
release his sainted father — and for years of anguish and of exile, 
Margaret of A.ijou forgives Ihe champion of her son ! ” 

» In an instant Prince Edward was again by the Karl’s side — a 
moment more, and the Karl’s proud knee bent in homage to the 
Queen—joyful tears were in the eyes of her friends and kindred — 
a triumphant smile on the lips of Louis, —and Margaret’s face, 
terrible from its stony and lock'd repose, was raised above, as if 



asking the All-Merciful, pardon —for the pardon which tin 
hutfuin sinner had bc'stowcd ! * 


X. 

Love and Marriage. — Doubts of conscience. Dome.she jealn:s\ 

And household treason. 

«Tmk events that followed this tempestuous interview wejr such 
as the position of the parties necessarily compelled. The craft ut 
Louis — the energy and love of Prince Edward — the represent t-“ 
tions of all her kindred and friends , conquered, though tint with¬ 
out repeated struggles, Margaret’s repugnance to a nearer union 
between Warwick and her son. The Earl did not deign to appear 
personally in this matter. lie left it, as became him, to Louis 
and the Prince, and finally received from them the proposals, 
which ratified the league, and consummated the schemes ot his 
revenge. 

Upon the. Very dross** in St. Mary’s f.liureh of Angers, Lord 
Warwick swore without change to hold the party of King Henry. 
Before the same sacred symbol. King Louis and his brother, Duke 
of tiuiennc, robed in canvas, swore, to sustain to their utmost the 
Earl of Warwick in behalf of King Henry; and Margaret recorded 
her oath to treat the Earl as true and faithful, and never for deeds 
past to make him any reproach. 

Then were sighed the articles of marriage between Prince Ed¬ 
ward and the Lady Anne — the latter to remain with Margaret, 
but the marriage not to be consummated till Lord Warwick bad 
entered England and regained the realm, or most part, for King 
Henry — a condition which pleased the Earl, who desired to award 
his beloved daughter no less a dowry than a crown. 

An article far more important than all to the safety of the Karl, 
and to the permanent success of the enterprise, was one that virtu - 

* Miss Strickland observes upon Ibis interview-- 1 " It does not appear 
that Warwick mentioned the execution of his father, the Karl of Salis¬ 
bury, which is almost a confirmation of the .statements of those histo¬ 
rians who deny that he was beheaded by Margaret.” 

*• Kills’* Original Letter from Ilarieian MSS. — Letter -J2. 



ally took from tbe fierce ami unpopular Margaret the reins of 
government, by constituting Prince Edward, (whose qua l /(ies 
emlearcdthim more and more to Warwick, and were such as pro- 
’mixed to command the respect and love of the people,) upon 
attaining his majority, sole Regent of all the realm. For tbs 
Duke of Clarence w ere reserved all the lands and dignities of the 
Ducliv of York, ^he right to the succession of the throne to him, 
and hi^ posterity — failing male heirs to the. Prince of Wales - — 
with a private pledge of the vice-rovally of Ireland. 

Margaret had attached to her consent one condition highly ob¬ 
noxious tn her high-spirited son , and to which he was only recon¬ 
ciled by the arguments of Warwick : she stipulated that he should 
not accompany the Earl to England, nor appear there till his fathei 
was proclaimed King. In this, no doubt, she was guided by 
maternal fears and by some, undeclared suspicion either of the 
good faith of 1 Warwick, or of his means to raise a sufficient army 
to fulfil his promise. The brave Prince wished to be himself 
foremost in the battles fought in his, right and for his cause. Hut 
the Earl contended, to (ho surprise and joy of Margaret, that it 
best behoved the Prince’s interests to enter England without one 
enemy in the field, leaving to others to clear his path, free him¬ 
self from all the personal hate of hostile factions, and without a 
drop of blood upon (lie sword of one heralded and announced as 
the Peace-maker, and impartial reconciler of all feuds. So then 
(these high conditions settled), in the prcsence'of the Kings Rene 
and Louis, of the Earl and Countess of Warwick, and in solemn 
state, at Amboisc, Edward of Lancaster plighted his marriage 
troth to his beloved and loving Anne. 

It was deep night — and high revel in the Palace of Amboisc 
rrowned the ceremonies of that memorable day. The Earl of 
Warwick stood alone in the same chamber in which he had first 
discovered th secret of the f yonng Lancastrian. From the brilliant 
company. assembled in the halls of state, he had stolen unper- 
reived away, for his great heart was full to overflowing. The part 
be had played for many days was over, and with it the excitement 
and the fever. Ills schemes were crowned; — the Lancastrians 
i were won to his revenge; — the King’s heir was the betrothed of 
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his favourite child; — and the hour was visible in the distanct 
wlu n, by the retribution most to be desired, the father’s hand 
should lead that child to the throne of him who wouIiHhavc de¬ 
graded her to the dust. If victory awaited his sanguine hopes, as 
father to his future queen, the dignity and power of the Earl be¬ 
came greater in the Court of Lancaster, than, even in his palmiest 
day, amidst the minions of ungrateful York; l* e sire of two lines 
— if Anne's posterity should fail, the crown would pas« to the 
sons of Isabel, — in either case, from him (if successful in his in¬ 
vasion) would descend the Royalty of England. Ambition, Pride, 
Revenge, might well exult in viewing the Future, as mortal wisdom 
could discern it. The House of Nevilc never seemed brightened 
by a more glorious star: And yet the Earl was heavy and sad at 
heart. However he had concealed it from the eyes of others, the 
haughty ire of Margaret must hare galled him in his deepest soul. 
And even, as he had that day contemplated the holy happiness in 
the face of Anne, a sharp pang had shot through his breast. 
Were those the witnesses of fair-omened spousailles? How 
different from the hearty greeting of his warrior-friends, the mea¬ 
sured courtesy of foes, who had felt and fled before his sword ! If 
aught chanced to biin, in the hazard of the Held, what thought for 
his child could ever speak in pity from the hard and scornful eyes 
of the imperious Anjouite! 

The mist which till then had clouded his mind, or left visible 
to his gaze but onc'stern idea of retribution, melted into air. lie 
beheld the fearful crisis to which his life had passed — he had 
reached the eminence to mourn the happy gardens left behind. 
Gone, for ever gone, the old endearing friendships — the sweet 
aud manly remembrances of brave companionship and early love! 
Who among those who had confronted war by his side, for the 
House of York, would hasten to clasp his hand and hail his 
coming, as the captain of hated Lancaster? True, could he bow 
liis honour to proclaim the true cause of his desertion, the heart 
of every father would beat in sympathy with his; but less thau ever 
could the tale that vindicated his name be told. How r stoop to in¬ 
voke malignant pity to the insult offered to a future Queen! I»ark 
iu his grave must rest the secret no words could syllable, save by 
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such vague ami mysterious hint and comment as pass lrom base¬ 
less gossip into dubious history.* True, that in his change^/of 
parly he v#as not, like Julian of Spain, an apostate to his native 
• land. He did not meditate the subversion of his country by the 
foreign foe, it was but the substitution of one English monarch 
for another — a virtuous prince for a false and a sanguinary King. 
True that the clryigc from Rose to Hose had been so common 
amongst, the greatest and the bravest, that even the most rigid 
could scarcely censure what the age itself had sanctioned, lint 
what other man of his storinv day had been so conspicuous in the 
t downfall of those he was now as conspicuously to raise? What 
other man had Richard of York taken so dearly to his heart-— to 
what other man had the august father said — “Protect my sous?” 
Before him seemed literally to rise the phantom of that honoured 
Prince, and with clay-cold lips to ask — “Art thou, of all the 
world, the dduinsman of my tirst-born?” A groan escaped the 
breast of the self-tormentor, he fell on his knees, and prayed — 
“O, pardon, thou All-seeing! — plead for me , Divine Mother! 
if in this I have darkly erred, taking my heart for my conscience, 
and mindful only of a selfish wrong! Oh, surely, no! Ilad 
Richard of York himself lived to know what I have suffered from 
his unworthy son — causeless insult, broken faith, public and 
unabashed dishonour; — yea, pardoning, serving, loving on 
through all, till, at the last, nothing less than the foulest taint 
that can light upon 'scutcheon and name was the Sold, premeditated 
reward for untired devotion, —surely, surely Richard himself 
had said — ‘Thy honour, at last, forbids all pardon!’” 

Then, in that rapidity with which the human heart, once sei¬ 
zing upon self-excuse, reviews, one after one, the fair apologies, 
the Earl passed from the injury to himself to the mal-gov eminent 
of his land, and muttered over the thousand instances of cruelty 
and misrule hich rose to Jhis remembrance — forgetting, alas, 
or, steeling himself to the memory, that till Edward's vices had 
assailed his own hearth and honour, he had been contented with 

* Rail well explains the mystery which wrapped the Kinir’s insult to 
a female of the House of Warwick, by the simple sentence. "Ihe cer¬ 
tainly was not, for both their honours, openly known! ” 



lamenting them, —- he had not ventured to chastise—till at length, 
c^Jm and self-acquitted, he rose from his self-confession, and 
leaning by the open casement, drank in the reviving-and gentle 
balm of the summer air. The stale apartments he had left, 
formed, as we have before observed, an angle to the wing in 
which the chamber he had now retired to was placed. They were 
brilliantly illumined — their windows open to/idmit the fresh soft 
breeze of night, — and he saw, as if by daylight, distinct and 
gorgeous, in their gay dresses, the many revellers within. But 
one group caught and riveted his eye, Close hy the centre window 
he recognised his gentle Anne, with downcast looks; he almost 
fancied he saw her blush, as her young bridegroom, young and* 
beautiful as herself, whispered love's flatteries in her car. He 
saw farther on, but yet near, his own sweet Countess, and mut¬ 
tered, “ After twenty years of marriage may Anne be as dear to 
him as thou art now to me.” And still he saw’, or deemed he saw, 
his lady’s eye, after resting with tender happiness on the young 
pair, rove wistfully around, as if missing and searching for her 
partner in her mother's joy. But what form sweeps by with so 
haughty a majesty, then pauses by the betrothed, addresses 
them not, but seems to regard them with so fixed a watch? He 
knew by her ducal diadem, by the baudekin colours of her robe, 
hy her unmistakable air of pride, his daughter Isabel. He did 
not distinguish the expression of her countenance, hut an ominous 
thrill passed through his heart; Tor the attitude itself had an ex¬ 
pression , and not that of a sister’s sympathy and love. He turned 
away his face with an unquiet recollection of the altered mood of 
his discontented daughter. He looked again: the Duchess had 
passed on — lost amidst the confused splendour of the revel. And 
high and rich swelled the merry music that invited to the stately 
pavan. lie gazed still: his lady had left her place, the lovers, 
too, had vanished, and where they had stood, stood now, in 
close conference, his auciont enemies, Kxctcr and Somerset. 
The suddeu change, from objects of lot e to those associated with 
bate, had something which touched one of those superstitions to 
which, in all ages, the heart when deeply stirred, is weakly sen¬ 
sitive. And again, forgetful of the revel, the Earl turned to the 
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mused, and mused, till a s ( oft arm thrown around him, woke /lis 
reverie. 4For this had his lady left the revel. Divining, by the in¬ 
stinct born of love, the gloom of her husband, she had stolen 
from pomp and pleasure to his side. 

“Ah! wherefore wouldst thou rob me,” said the Countess, 
“of one hour of f|hy presence, since so few remain - since when 
the sun* that succeeds the morrow’s, shines upon these walls, 
the night of thine absence will have closed upon me? ” 

“And if that thought of parting, sad to me as thee, suflieed 
, not, hcVnmie , to dim the revel,” answered the Karl, “weetest 
thou not how ill the grave and solemn thoughts of one who secs be¬ 
fore him the emprise that would change the dynasty of a realm, 
can suit with the careless dance and the wanton music? But, not 
at that moment did I think of those mightier c ares, my thoughts 
were nearer h'ome. Hast thou rioted, sweet wife, the sjienl gloom, 
the clouded brow of Isabel, since she learned that Anne was to he 
the bride of the Heir of Lancaster? ” 

The mother suppressed a sigh. “ We must pardon , or glance 
lightly over, the mood of one who loves her lore!, and mourns for 
his Ladled hopes. Well-a-day! I grieve that she admits not even 
me to her confidence. Ever witli the. favourite lady who lately 
joined her train — melhinks, that new friend gives less holy 
counsels than a mother?” 

“Ha! and yet what counsels can Isabel listen to from a com¬ 
parative stranger? Even if Edward, or rather his cunning Eliza¬ 
beth, had suborned this waiting-woman, our daughter never 
could hearken, even in an hour of anger, to the message from our 
dishonourer and our foe.” 

“Nay, but a flatterer often fosters, by praising, the erring 
thought. Isabel hath something,' dear lord, of thy high heart 
and courage, and ever frnjn childhood, her vaulting spirit, her 
very character of stately beauty, have given her a conviction of 
destiny and power loftier than those reserved for our gentle Anne. 
Time and forbearance, Richard, and we will hope that the affec¬ 
tion of the generous sister will subdue the jealousy of the disap¬ 
pointed Princess.” 
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“Pray Heaven, indeed, that it so prove! Isabel’s ascendancy 
ovetc Clarence is great, and might be dangerous. Would that she 
consented to remain in France with thee and Anne! Het lord, at 
least, it scents I have convinced and satisfied. Pleased at the vast 
fortunes before, him. the toys of vice-regal power, his lighter 
nature reconciles itself to the loss of a crown, which, I fear, it 
could never have upheld. For the more I havqircad his qualities 
in our household iutiniacy, the more it seems that I could scarce 
have justified the imposing on England a King not worthy of so 
great a people. He is young yet, but how different the youth of 
Lancastrian Edward? In him what earnest and manly spirit! 
What heaven-born views of the duties of a King! Oh, if there be 
a sin in the passion that hath urged me on , let me, and me alone, 
atone - and may I he at least the instrument to give to England a 
Prince whose virtues shall compensate for all!” 

While yet the last word trembled upon the Earl’s*lips, a light 
flashed along the floors, hitherto illumined but by the stars and 
the full moon. And presently Isabel, in conference with the lady 
whom her mother had referred to, passed into the room, on her 
w ay to her private chamber. The countenance of this female diplo¬ 
matist, whose talent for intrigue Philip de Comines* has comme¬ 
morated , but whose name, happily for her memory, History lias 
concealed, was soft and winning in its expression to the ordinary 
glance, though the sharpness of the features, the thin compres¬ 
sion of the lips, And the harsh dry redness of the hair, corre¬ 
sponded with the attributes modern physiognomical science truly 
or fabulously assigns to a wily and treacherous character. She 
bore a light in her hand, and its rays shone full on the disturbed 
and agitated face of the Duchess. Isabel perceived at once the 
forms of her parents, and stopped short, in some whispered con¬ 
versation , and littered a cry almost of dismay. 

“Thou leaves! the revel betimes, { fair daughter,” said the 
Earl, examining her countenance, with an eye somewhat stern. 

“My lady,” said the confidant, with a lowly reverence, “ was 
anxious for her babe.” 


Coniines, iii. A. Hall. Lmgard, flume, <5ic. 
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“Thy lady, good waiting wenchsaid Warwick, “needs not 
thy tongue to address her father. Pass on." 

The gtntlewoinan bit her lips, but obeyed, and quitted the 
room. The Earl approached and took Isabel's hand — it was cold 
as stone. 

“My child,” said lie, tenderly, “thou dost well to retire to 
rest of late thy%chcck hath lost its bloom. Itul just now, for 
many c.yises, 1 was wishing thee not to brave our perilous return 
to England; and now, I know not whether it would make me the 
more uneasy, to fear for thy health if absent or thy safety if 
w ith me ! ” 

“My Lord,” replied Isabel, coldly, “ iny duty calls me to 
my husband’s side, and the more, since uow it seems he dares 
the battle, but reaps not its rewards! Let Edward and Anne rest 
here in safely — Clarence aud Isabel go to achieve the diadem and 
orb for others!! ” 

“Be not bitter with thy father, girl — be not envious of thy 
sister!” said the Earl, in grave rebuke; then, softening his lone, 
he added, “the women of a noble house should have no ambition 
of their own — their glory and their honour, they should leave, 
unmurmuring, in the hands of men! Mourn not if thy sister 
mounts the throne of him who would have branded the very name 
to which thou and she were born! ” 


“1 have made no reproach, my I.ord. l'cygive me, I pray 
you, if I now retire; I am sore weary, and would fain have 
strength and health not to he a burthen to you when you depart.” 

The Duchess bowed with proud submission, and moved on. 

“ Beware! ” said the Karl, in a low voice. 

“ Beware! — and of what? ” said Isabel, startled. 

“Ofthine own heart, Isabel. Ay, go to thine infant's couch, 
ere thou seek thine own, and, before the sleep of Innocence, 
calm thyself back to Womanhood.” 


/ 


The Duchess raised her head quickly, but habitual awe of her 
father checked the angry answer; and kissing, with formal re¬ 
verence, the hand the Countess extended to her, she left the 
.room. She gained the chamber in which was the cradle of her son, 
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gorgeously canopied with silks, inwrought with the blazoned arms 
of royal Clarence; — and beside the Cradle sate the Confidant. 

The Duchess drew aside the drapery, and conten'.plated the 
rosy face of the infant slumbcrcr. 

Then turning to her confidant, she said — 

“Three months since, and 1 hoped my firstborn would be a 
king! Away with those vain mockeries of roy./ birth! How suit 
they the destined vassal of the abhorred Lancastrian?” 

“Sweet lady,” said the confidant, “did I not warn thee, from 
the first, that this alliance, to the injury of my Lord Duke and this 
dear hoy, was already imminent? I had hoped thou mightst ha\e 
pretailed with the Earl!” 

“ lie heeds me not — he cares not for me!" ei-laimed Isabel; 
“his whole love is with Anne — Anne who, without energy and 
pride, 1 scarce have looked on as my equal! Amj now, to my 
younger sister, I must bow my knee — pleased if site deign to bid 
me hold the skirt of her queenly robe! Never — no never! ” 

“Calm thyself; the eourier must part this night. My Lord of 
Clarence is already iu his chamber;, he waits but thine assent to 
write to Edward, that he rejects not his loving messages.” 

The Duchess walked to and fro, in great disorder. 

“But to be thus secret and false to my father?” 

“Doth he merit that thou shouldst sacrifice thy child to him? 
Reflect! — the Khig has no son! The English Barons acknowledge 
not iu girls a sovereign; * and, with Edward on the throne, thy 
son is heir-presumptive. Little chance that a male heir shall now 
be born to Queen Elizabeth, while from Anne and her bridegroom, 
a long line may spring. Besides, no matter what parchment- 
treaties may ordain, how can Clarence and his offspring ever he 
regarded hy a Lancastrian lying but as enemies to feed the prison 
or the block, when some false invention gives the seemly pretext 
for extirpating the lawful race.” 

* Miss Strickland (Life of Elizabeth of York) remarks. Mmw much 
Norman prejudice in favour of Salic law had corrupted the common, or 
constitutional law of England , regarding the succession.' The remark 
involves a controversy. 
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“Cease — cease — cease! ” cried Isabel, in terrible struggles 
with herself. ' 

“Lady, ihc hour presses! And, reflect, a few lines arc but 
words, to be continued or retracted as occasion suits! If Lord 
Warwick succeed, and King Edward lose bis crown, ye can 
shape ns ye best may your conduct to the lime. Itut, if the Earl 
lose the day — if <%ain he be driven into exile - a few words now 
release ^ou and yours from everlasting banishment; restore your 
boy to his natural heritage; deliver you from the insolence of the 
Anjouite, who, methinks, even dared this very day to taunt your 
Highness 

“She diil — she did ! Oh that my father had been by to hear! 
She bade me stand aside, (that Anne might pass) -- ‘not for the 
younger daughter of Lord Warwick, but. for the Lady admitted 
into the royalty of Lancaster!’ Elizabeth Woodvillc, at least, 
never dared tljis insolence! ” 

“And this Margaret, the Duke of Clarence is to place on the 
throne which your child yonder might otherwise aspire to mount!” 

Isabel clasped her hands in mute passion. 

“Hark!” said the confidant, throwing open the door, — 

And along the corridor came, in measured pomp, a stalely 
procession , the chamberlain in front, announcing — “Her High¬ 
ness the Princes of Wales;” and Louis XL leading the virgin 
bride, ("wife but in name and honour, till her dowry of a kingdom 
was made secure,) to her gentle rest. The ceremonial pomp, 
the regal homage that attended the younger sister thus raised above 
herself, completed in Isabel’s jealous heart the triumph of the 
Tempter. Her face settled into hard resolve, and she passed at 
once from the chamber into one near at hand , where the Iluke of 
Clarence"sate alone, the rich wines of the livery, not untasted, 
before him , and theiuk yet wet upon a scroll he had jiisl indited. 

He turned his irresolute^countenancc to Isabel as she bent over 
liyn and read the letter. It was to Edward, and after briefly 
warning him of the meditated invasion, significantly added — 
“and if E may seem lo share this emprise, which, //ere and atone, 
T cannot resist, thou shall find me still, when the moment comes, 
- thy affectionate brother and loyal subject.” 
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“Well, Isabel,” Said the Duke “thou knowest I have de¬ 
layed this, till the last hour, to pl/'asc thee, for verily, lady 
mine, thy will is my sweetest law. But now, if thy'neart mis¬ 
gives thee — ” 

“It does — it docs!” exclaimed the Duchess, bursting into 
tears. 

“If thy heart misgives thee,” continued O'arence, who with 
all his weakness had much of the duplicity of his brothers , “why 
let it pass. Slavery to scornful Margaret — vassalage, to thy sister's 
spouse — triumph to the House which both thou and I were taught 
from childhood to deem accursed, — why welcome all! so that 
Isabel does not weep, and our boy reproach us uol in the days to 
come! ” 

For all answer, Isabel, who had seized the letter, let it drop 
on the table, pushed it, with averted face, towards the Duke, 
and turned back to the cradle of her child, whom she woke with 
her sobs, and who wailed its shrill reply in infant petulance and 
terror, — snatched from its slumber to the arms of the remorseful 
mother. 

A smile of half-contemptuous joy passed over the thin lip* of 
the she-Judas, and, without speaking, she took her way to Flo¬ 
rence. lie had sealed and bound his letter, lirst adding these 
words — “My Lady and Duchess, whatever her kin, has seen 
this letter, and approves it, for she is more a friend to York than 
to the Karl, now lie has turned Lancastrian;” and placed it in a 
small iron coder. 

He gave the coder, curiously clasped and locked, to the gentle¬ 
woman, with a significant glance — “lie quick, or she repents! 
The courier waits? — his steed saddled? The instant you give it, 
he departs — he hath his permit to pass the gates?” 

“All is prepared ; ere the clock strikes, he is on his way.” 

The confidant vanished — the Duke sank in his chair, and 
rubbed his hands. 

“Oho! father-in-law, thou deemest me too dull for a crown. 

I am not dull enough for thy tool. I have had the wit at least to 
deceive thee , — and to hide resentment beneath a smiling brow ! 
Dullard thou, to believe aught less than the sovereignty of Kng- 



145 


land could ha\e bribed Clarence to thy cause! " — lie turned to the 
table and complacently draiiyd his goblet. 

Suddenly, haggard and pale as a spectre, Isabel stood before 
him. 

“Inns mad — mad, (icorge ! The letter! the letter - it must 
not go! ” 

At that moment the clock struck. “Jh-l enfant said the 
l»ukc, “it is too late!” 


The Ins' of the liaront. II. 
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THE Kim; 11N OF THE KING HJAKKI! 


I. 


The maid's hope, the courtier's love, «md the safe's emufori. 

I 4 air are Ihy fields, C) England; fair the rural farm and the 
orchards in which the blossoms have ripened iulolaughiug fruit' ; 
and fairer than all, O England, the faces of thy soft-eyed 
daughters. 

From the field where Sybil! and her father had wandered 
amidst the. dead, the dismal witnesses ofwar had vanished; and 
over the green pastures roved the gentle dorks. And the farm to 
which Hastings hail led the wanderers, looked upon that peaceful 
field through its leafy screen ; and there, father and daughtei hail 
found a home. 

It was a lovely summer evening, and Sybil! pul aside the 
broidery frame,, at which , for the last hour, she had not wotked; 
and gliding to the lattice, looked wistfully along the winding lane. 
The room was in the. upper story, and was decorated with a care 
which the exterior of the house little promised, ami which almost 
approached to elegance. The fresh green rushes that strewed the 
floor were intermingled with dried wild thyme and oilier fragrant 
Jirrbs. The hare walls were covered with serge of a bright and 
cheerful blue: a rich vat-pet tie vuir covered the oak table, on 
which lay musical instruments, ouriwisly inlaid, with a few MSS., 
chiefly of English and Provencal poetry. The tabourets were 
covered with cushions of Norwich worsted, in gay colours. All 
was simple, it is true, yet all betokened a comfort — nay, a relitie- 
ment, an evidence of wealth, very rare in the houses even of the 
second order of nobility. 
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As Sybil! gazed, her fare suddenly brightened; she uttered a 
joyous cry hurried from ttye room — descended the stairs, and 
passed lie* father, vv ho was sealed without the porch, aud seem¬ 
ingly plunged in one of his most abstracted reveries. She kissed 
his brow — (he heeded her not) — hounded with light step orer 
the sward of the orchard , and pausing by a wicket gate, listened, 
with throbbing heyt, to the advancing sound of a horse’s hoofs ; 
nearer c.yne the sound , and nearer. A cavalier appeared in sight, 
sprang from his saddle, and, leaving his palfrey to (hid his way to 
the well-known stable, sprang lightly over the little gate. 

“ A?ul thou hast watched for me, Sybill?” 

The girl hhishingly withdrew from the eager embrace, and 
said, touchingly — “ My heart watrheth for thee alvvay. Oh, shall 
I thank or chide* thee for so much care 1 Thou wilt set* liovv thy 
craftsmen have changed the rugged homestead into the daintiest 
bovver!" • 

“Alas, my'Sybill! would that it were worthier of thy beauty, 
and our mutual troth! blessings on thy trust and sweet patience; 
may the day soon come when 1 may lead thee to a nobler home; aud 
hear knight, and baron, envy the bride of Ha-tings." 

“My own Lord!” said Sybill, with grateful tears in confiding 
eyes; hut, alter a pause, she added, timidly “ Does the King 
still bear so stern a memory against so humble a subject 

“The King is more wroth than before, since tidings of Lord 
Warwick’s restless machinations in France lAvc soured his 
temper. He cannot hear thy name without threats against thy 
father as a secret adherent of Lancaster, and aecuseih thee of 
witching his chamberlain, — as, in truth, thou hast. The Duchess 
of Bedford is mote than ever under the influence of I riar Bmigey, 
to whose spells and charms, and not to our good -woi.ls, she 
ascribes the marvellous flight of Warwick aud the <li~petsion of 
our foes; .aid the friar, nif thinks, has fostered ami yet feeds 
Edward's suspicions of iHv harmless father. lie chides himself 
for having suffered poor Warner to depart unscathed, and even 
recalls the disastrous adventure of the mechaniral, and swears 
that, front the first, thy father was in treasonable conspiracy «ith 
Margaret. Nay, sure 1 am, that, if I dared to wed thee while his 

10 * 
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anger lasts, he would condemn ihcc as a sorceress, and give mo 
up to the secret hate of my old foes, the Wnodvillcs. lint fic! bo 
not so appalled, my Sybil!, Edward's passions, llioujh fierce, 
arc changeful, and patience will reward us both.” 

“Meanwhile, thou lovest me, Hastings!” said Sybill, with 
great emotion. “Oh, if thou knewest how I torment myself in 
thine absence! — I see thee surrounded by lU* fairest and the. 
loftiest, and say to myself, ‘is it possible that he can remember 
me?’ But thou lovest me still — still — still, and ever! Dost 
thou not?” 

And Hastings said and swore. 

“And the Lady Botnille?” asked Sybill, trying to smile archly, 
but with the faltering tone of jealous fear. 

“I have not seen her for months,” replied the noble, with a 
slight change of countenance. "She is at one of their western 
manors. They say her lord is sorely ill; and the Lad-y Bonvillc is a 
devout hypocrite, and plays the tender wife. But enough of such 
ancient ami worn-out memories. Thy father — sorrows lie still for 
his Eureka? I can learn no trace of it.” 

"See,” said Sybill, recalled to her filial love, and pointing to 
Warner as they now drew near the house, “ See, he shapes another 
Eureka from his thoughts !” 

“How fares it, dear Warner?” asked the noble, taking the 
scholar’s hand. 

“Ah!” cried the student, roused at the sight of his powerful 
protector. “ Bringest thou tidings of it? Thy cheerful eye tells me 
that -no — no—- thy face changes! They have destroyed it! Oh 
that I could he y oung once more! ” 

“What!" said the world-wise man, astonished. “If thou 
hadstanother vouth , wouldst thou cherish the same delusion, and 
go again through a life of hardship, persecution, and wrong?” 

“My noble son,” said the philosopher, “for hours when I have 
felt the wrong, the persecution , and the hardship, count the days 
and the nights when I have felt only the hope , and the glory, and 
the joy! God is kinder to us all than man can know; for man looks 
only to the sorrow on the surface, and sees not the consolation in 
the deeps of the unwitnessed soul.” 
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Sybil! bod left Hastings by her father’s side, and tripped lightly 
to the farther part of the horse, inhabited by the rustic owners who 
supplied The homely service, to order the. evening banquet — the 
Ifnppy banquet; for hunger gives not surh flavour to the viand, 
nor thirst such sparkle, to the wine, as the presence of a beloved 
guest. 

And as the et hrtier seated himself on the rude settle, under 
the lion?}suckles that wreathed the porch, a delirious calm stole 
n\er his safed mind. The pure soul of the student, released awhile 
from the, tyranny of an earthly pursuit- the drudgery of a toil that, 
however grand, still but ministered to human and material science 
— had found for its only other element the contemplation of more 
solemn and eternal mysteries. Soaring naturally , as a bird freed 
from a golden cage, into tbe realms of Heaven, he began now, 
with earnest and spiritual eloquenee, to talk of tbe things and 
visions lately made familiar to his thoughts: .Mounting from Phi¬ 
losophy to Iteligion, he indulged in his large ideas upon Life and 
Mature: of the stars that now came forth in heaven; of the laws 
that gave harmony to the universe; of the, evidence of a God in the 
mechanism of (aeation ; of the spark from central Divinity, that, 
kindling in a man’s soul, we rail “Genius; ” of the eternal resur¬ 
rection of the dead, which makes the very principle of being, and 
types, in the leaf and in the atom, the immortality of the great 
Human Race. He was suhlimer, that grey old man , hunted from 
the circle of his kind — in his words, than ever is Action in its 
deeds; forwards ran fathom Truth , and deeds but blunderingly 
and lamely seek it! 

And the sad, and gifted, and erring intellect of Hastings, rapt 
from its little ambition of the Hour, had no answer when his heart 
asked, “What can courts and a king’s smile give me in exchange 
for serene tranquillity and devoted love!” 

H. 

The mail awakes in the sage, and the she-wolf again hath tracked 

the lamb. 

From the night in which Hastings had saved from the knives 
of the tvinbesteres Svbill and her father, his honour and chivalry 
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had made him their protector. The people of the farm (a widow 
and her children, with the peasants r'n their employ) were kindly 
and simple folks. What safer home for the wanderer*-than that 
to which Hastings had removed them? The intluencc of Syhill 
over his variable heart or fancy was renewed. Again, vows were 
interehanged and faith plighted. Anthony Woodville, Lord 
Rivers, who, however gallant an enemy, was s ill more than evor, 
since Warwick’s exile, a formidable one, and wiio shared his 
sister’s dislike, to Hastings, was naturally, at that time, in the 
fullest favour of King Edward, anxious to atone for the brief dis¬ 
grace his hrother-in-law had suffered during the later days of 
Warwick’s administration. And Hastings, offended hv the man¬ 
ners of the rival favourite, took one of the disgusts so frequent in 
the life of a courtier, and, despite his office of chamberlain, absented 
himself much from, his sovereign's company. Thus, in the re¬ 
action of his mind, the. influence of Syhill was greater than it other¬ 
wise might hate been. His visits to the farm grew regular ami 
frequent. The widow believed him nearly related to Syhill, and 
suspected Warner to lie some attainted Lancastrian , compelled to 
hide in secret till his pardon was obtained, and no scandal was 
attached to the noble’s visits, nor any surprise evinced at his at¬ 
tentive rare for all that could lend a grace to n temporary refuge 
unfitting the quality of his supposed kindred. 

And, in her entire confidence and reverential affection, Sv- 
bill’s very pride was rather soothed than wounded , liv obligations 
which were but proofs of love, and to which plighted troth gave 
her a sweet right. As for Warner, — he had hitherto seemed to re¬ 
gard the great Lord’s attentions only as a tribute to his own science, 
and a testimony of the interest a statesman might naturally feel in 
the invention of a thing that might heuelit the realm. And Hastings 
had been delicate in the pretexts of his visits. One time he called 
to relate the death of poor Madge, though he kindly concealed the 
manner of it, which he had discovered, bill which opinion, if 
not law, forbade him to punish : — Drowning was but the ortho¬ 
dox ordeal of a suspected witch, and it was not without many 
scruples that the poor woman was interred in holy ground. The 
search for the Eureka was a pretence that sufficed for countless 
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visits; and (hen, too. Huntings had counselled Adam to soli the 
ruined house, and undertaken the negotiation; and the new coin- 
toils of t^cir present residence, and the expense of the mainte¬ 
nance were laid to the account of the sale. Hastings had begun to 
consider Adam Warner as utterly blind and passixe to the things 
that passed under his eyes; and his astonishment xvas great when, 
tiie morning after fhe \isit xve have just reeorded, Adam suddenly 
lifting his eyes, and seeing the guest whispering soft tales in 
Syhili's car, rose abruptly, approached (he nobleman, took him 
gently by the arm, led him into the garden, and thus addressed 
him: — 

“ \oble Lord , jou haxe been tender and generous in our mis¬ 
fortunes. The poor Kureka is lost to me and the. world forever. 
(Jod's will he •done! Melhinks Heaven designs thereby to rouse 
me to the sense of nearer duties; and 1 have a daughter whose 
name 1 adjure.you not to sully, and whose heart. 1 pray you not to 
bieak. (amid hither no more, my Lord Hastings.” 

This -peeeli, almost the only one which showed plain sense 
and judgment in the affairs of this life that the man of genius had 
exer uttered, so confounded Hastings, that he with diilicully re- 
eoxered himself enough to say •— 

“My poor scholar, what hath so suddenly kindled suspicious 
which wrong thy child and me?" 

‘•Last eve, when ye sate together, I saw your hand steal into 
hers, and suddenly 1 remembered the day wliefi /was young and 
wooed her mother! And last night I. slept not, and sense aud 
memory became nctite for iny lixing child, as they were wout to 
be only for the Iron Infant of my Mind, and I said to myself — 
•Lord Hastings is King Ldward's friend, and King Kdward spares 
not maiden honour. Lord Hastings is a mighty peer, ami he will 
not xved the dowerless and worse than nameless girl.’ He merci¬ 
ful! Depart depart!” | 

“But,” exclaimed Hastings, “if I love in all honesty thy 
sweet Sybil! — if I have plighted to her rny troth —” 

“Alas! — alas!’’ groaned Adam. 

“If I wait but my King’s permission to demand her wedded 
hand, couidst thou forbid me the presence of my affianced?’’ 
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“She loves thee, then?” said Adam, in a ton of great 
anguish — “she loves thee — speak!” 

“It is my pride to think it.” 

“Then go — go at once; come hack no more till thou hast 
wound up thy courage to brave the sacrifice; no, not till the piicst 
is ready at the altar — not till the bridegroom can claim the bride. 
And as that time will never come - never— pever, leave me 
to whisper to the breaking heart — ‘ Courage, honour, a\\d virtue 
arc left thee yet, and thy mother from heaven looks down on a 
stainless child! 

The resuscitation of the dead could scarce have startled and 
awed the courtier more than this abrupt development of life and 
passion and energy, in u man who had hitherto seemed to sleep in 
the folds of his thought, as a chrysalis in its web. But as we have 
always seen that ever, when this strange being woke from his ideal 
abstraction, he awoke to honour and courage and truth, - so 
now, whether, as he had said, the absence of the Knreka left his 
mind to the sense of practical duties, or whether their common 
sulTcring had more endeared to him his gentle companion, and 
affection sharpened reason, Adam Warner became puissant and 
majestic in his rights and sanctity of Father; greater in his homely 
household character, than when, in his mania of inventor and (lie 
sublime hunger of aspiring genius, he had stolen to his daughter's 
couch, and waked her with the cry of “ Gold! ” 

Before the foicc and power of Adam’s adjuration, — his out¬ 
stretched hand — the anguish, yet authority, written on his face 
-- all the art and self-possessiou of the accomplished lover de¬ 
serted him, ns one spellbound. 

lie was literally without reply; till, suddenly, the sight of 
Sykill, who, surprised by this singular conference, hut un¬ 
suspecting its nature, now came from the house, relieved and 
nerved him; and his first impulse wajj then, as ever, worthy and 
noble, such as showed, though dimly, how glorious a creature 
he had been, if cast in a lime and amidst a race, which could have 
fostered the impulse into habit. 

“Brave old man!” he said, kissing the hand still raised in 
command — “thou bast spoken as beseems thee; aud my answer 
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I will tell thy child.” Then hurrying to the wondering Sybill, he 
resumed. “Your Father jays well, that not thus, dubious and 
in secret# should I visit the home blest by thy beloved presence— 

■I obey;— I leave thee, Sybill. 1 go to my King, as one who 
hath served him long and truly, and claims bis guerdon — * 
iht'e ! ” 

“Oh, inylorf!” exclaimed Sybill, in generous terror; “be¬ 
think tjieo well— remember what thou said'st but last eve. This 
King so lierce — my name so hated! No — no! leave me. Farewell 
for ever, if it be right, as what thou and my Father say must be. 
Kill thy life thy liberty - thy welfare - they are my happiness — 
thou hast no right to endanger them And she fell at his knees, 
lie raised, and strained her to his heart; then resigning her to her 
Father’s arms* he said in a voice choked vvitli emotion • 

“Not as peer and as knight, but as man , I claim my preroga¬ 
tive of home, and hearth! Let lidward frown - call hack his 
gifts — banish me his court — thou art more worth than all! Look 
forme — sigh not — weep not smile till we meet again!” He 
left them with these words - hastened to the stall where his steed 
stood, caparisoned it with his own hands, and rode with the speed 
of one whom passion spurs and goads, towards the Tower of 
London. • 

But as Sylvill started from her father’s arms, when she heard 
the departing hoofs of her lover’s steed, — to listen and to listen 
for the last sound that told of him, a terrible apparition, ever 
ominous of woe and horror, met her eye. On the other side of the 
orchard fence, which concealed her figure, but not her well known 
face which peered above, stood the tymbestere, Craiil. A shriek 
of terror at this recognition burst from Sybill, as .she drew herself 
again upon Adam’s breast; hut, when he looked round, to dis¬ 
cover the cause of her alarm — Graul was gone. 

* HI. 

Virtuous resolves submitted to the test of vanity amt the world. 

On reaching his own house, Hastings learned that the Court 
was still at Shenc. 11c waited but till the retinue which his rank 
required were equipped and ready, and reached the Court, from 
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which of late he had found so many excuses to absent himself, be¬ 
fore night. Edward was then at the banquet, and Hastings was 
too experienced a courtier to disturb him at such a life. In a 
mood unfit for companionship , he took his way to the apartments 
usually reserved for him, when a gentleman met him by the way, 
and apprized him with great respect, that the Lord Seales and 
Rivers had already appropriated those apartmeijfx to the principal 
waiting-lady of his Countess, — hut (hat other chambers,, if less 
commodious and spacious, were at his command. 

Hastings had not the superb and more than regal pride of War- 
wick and Montagu, hut this notice sensibly piqued and galled 
hi in. 

“My apartments ns Lord Chamberlain — as one of theCnptain- 
generals in the King’s army, given to the wailing-lady of Sir An¬ 
thony Woo.lville's wife! • - At whose order. Sir?” 

“Her Highness the Queen’s — pardon me, my lord,” and 
the gentleman , looking round and sinkinir his voice, continued — 
“pardon me, her Highness added , ‘If my Lord Chamberlain re¬ 
turns not ere the week ends, he may find, not only the apartment, 
lint the office, no longer free.’ My lord, we all love you --forgive 
my zeal, and look well if you would guard your own.” 

* “Thanks, Sir. — Is my Lord of tlloueesler in the palace?” 

“ He is — and in his chamber. He sits not long at the feast.” 

“Oblige me, by craving his (1 race’s permission to wait on him 
at leisure — - I attend his answer here." 

Leaning against the wall of the corridor, Hastings gave himself 
up to other thoughts than those of love ! - So strong is habit — so 
powerful, vanity or ambition, once indulged , that this puny slight 
made a Midden revulsion in the mind of the Royal Favourite; — 
once more the agitated and brilliant Cpurt life stirred and fevered 
him; that life, so wearisome when secure, became sweet when 
imperilled. To counteract his foes to humble his rivals — to 
regain the King's countenance — to bailie, with the easy art of his 
skilful intellect, every hostile stratagem — such were the ideas 
that crossed and hurtled themselves, and Syhill was forgotten ! 

The gentleman reappeared. “Prince Richard besought my 
Lord’s presence with loving welcome;" and to the Duke’s apart- 
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ment went Lord Hastings. Richard, clad in a loose chamber 
robe, which concealed the Refects of his shape, rose, from before, 
a table cowered with pipers, ami embraced Hastings with cordial 
affection. 

“Never more gladly hail to thee, dear William. I need thy 
wise counsels with the King, and I have glad tidings for thine own 
ear." 

“I'.ydicii. my Prince, the King, nicthinks, will scarce heed 
the counsels of a dead man.” 

“Dead?” 

“ .Vy. At courts ft seems men are dead — their rooms filled — 
their places promised or bestowed, if they come not, morn and 
night, to evince the King that they are alive.'.’ .Vmi Hastings, 
with constraint gaiety, repeated I lie information he had received. 

“ What would you, Hastings?” said the l)nke, shrugging his 
shoulders, hot with some latent meaning in his tone. “Lord 
Rivers were nought in himself; hut his lady is a mighty heiress,* 
and requires state., as she bestows pomp, Look round , and tell 
me what man ever maintained himself in power without the strong 
connexions, the convenient dower, the acute, unseen, unsleeping 
woman-influence of some noble wife? How can a poor man de¬ 
fend his repute, his popular name, that airy hut all-puissant tliirtg 
we call dignity or station, against, the pricks and slings of female 
intrigue and female gossip? Rut he marries, and lo, a host of 
fairy champions, who pinch the rival lozcls ironwares: his wife 
hath her army of courtpie and jupoti, to array against the dames oT 
his foes! Wherefore, my friend, while thou art unwedtled, think, 
not to cope with Lord Rivers, who hath a wife, with three sisters, 
two aunts, and a score of she-cousins! ” 

“And if,” replied.Hastings, more and more unquiet under 
the Duke's truthful irony, — “if I were now come to ask the King 
permission to wed —” t 

“If thou vvert — and the bride elect were a lady, with power 
and wealth and manifold connexions, and the practice of a court, 

• Khzabclh secured to her hrother. Sir Anthony, flu* greatest heiress 
in the kingdom — in the daughter of Lord Scales a wife, by the way, 
who i-, said to have been a mere child at lh- time of the marriage. 
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thoa wouldst be tbe mightiest lord in the kingdom since Warwick’s 
eiile.” „ 

“And if she had but youth, beauty, and virtue?” 

“Oh, then, my Lord Hastings, pray thy patron saint for a 
war— for in peace thou wouldst be lost amongst the crowd. But 
truce to these jests; for thou art not the man to prate of youth, 
virtue, and such like, in sober earnest, anuslst this work-day 
world, where nothing is young and nothing virtuous; -*-a-'d listen 
to grave matters.” 

The Duke then communicated to Hastings the last tidings re¬ 
ceived of the machinations of Warwick. He was in high spirits; 
for those last tidings but reported .Margaret’s refusal to entertain 
the proposition of a nuptial alliance with the Earl, though, on the 
other hand, the Duke of Burgundy, who was in constant cor¬ 
respondence with his spies, wrote word that Warwick was collect¬ 
ing provisions, from his own means , for more than 00,000 men; 
and that, witli Lancaster or without, the Earl was prepared to 
match his own family interest against the armies of Edward. 

“And,” said Hastings, “if all his family joined with him, 
what foreign king could be so formidable an invader? Maltravers 
and the Alowbrays, Fauconberg. Westmoreland, Filzhugh, 
Stanley, Bonville, Worcester—-’’ 

“But happily,” said Gloucester, “the Mowbrays have been 
allied also to the Queen’s sister; Worcester detests Warwick; 
Stanley always murmurs against us, a sure, sign that he will fight 
for us; and Bonville — I have in view a trusty Yorkist to whom the 
retainers <rf that House shall be assigned. But of that anon. What 
I now wish from thy wisdom is, to aid me in rousing Edward from 
bis lethargy: he laughs at his danger, and neither communicates 
with his captains nor mans his coasts. His courage makes him a 
dullard." 

After some farther talk on these he^ds, and more detailed ac¬ 
count of the preparations which Gloucester deemed necessary to 
urge on the King, the Duke then, moving his chair nearer to 
Hastings, said, with a smile, 

“And now, Hastings, to thyself: it seems, that thou hast 
not heard the news which reached us four days since — the Lord 
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Bonvillc is dead - died three months* ago at his manor house in 
Devon. Thy Katherine is free, aud in Loudon. Well, man, 
where, is thy joy ? ” 

• “Time is — time was!" said Hastings, gloomily. “The day 
has passed when this news could rejoice me.” 

“Passed ! nay, thy good stars IhemseUcs have fought for thee 
in delay. Seven goodly manors swell the fair widow's joiuturc; 
the nnbl* dowry she brought returns to her. Her very daughter 
will bring thee power. Young Cecily Botnillc, the Heiress,** 
Lord Dorset demands in betrothal. Thy wife w ill be inother-in- 
Jaw to thy Queen's son ; on the other hand, she is already aunt to 
the Duchess of Clarence; and George, be sure, sooner or later, 
will desert Warwick, and win his pardon. Puissant connexions — 
vast possessions — a lady'of immaculate name and surpassing 
beauty, and thy lirst love! — (thy hand trembles!) — thy first 
love. — thy sole! love, and thy last! ” 

‘ 1 Prince — Prince! forbear! Even if so — in brief, Katherine 
loves me not! ” 

“Thou niistakvst! I have seen her, and she loves thee not the 
less because her virtue so long concealed it.” 

Hastings uttered an exclamation of passionate, joy, but again his 
face darkened. 

Gloucester watched him in silence; besides any motives sug¬ 
gested by the affection be then sincerely bore to Hastings, policy 
might well interest the-Duke in the securing to so loyal a Yorkist, 
the hand aud the wealth of Lord Warwick’s sister; but, prudently 
not pressing the subject farther, he said, in an altered.and care¬ 
less voice, “Pardon me if I have presumed on matters on which 
each man judges for himself. But as, despite all obstacle, one 
day or other Anne Ncvile shall be mine , it would have delighted 

* To those who have read tifepaston Letters, it will not seem strange 
that in that day the death of a nobleman at his country-seat should bo so 
long in reaching the metropolis — the ordinary purveyors of communi¬ 
cation were the itinerant attendants of fairs. And a father might be 
ignorant for months together of the death of his son. 

** Afterwards married to Dorset. 
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me lo know a near connexion in Lord Hastings. And now, the 
hour grows late, I prithee let Edward lind thee in his chamber.” 

When Hastings attended the King, he at once perceived that 
Edward’s manner was changed to him. At lirst, he attributed the 
cause to the ill-ofliccs of the Queen and her brother; but the King 
soon betrayed the true source of his altered humour. 

“My Lord,” lie said, abruptly, “I am <‘io saint, as thou 
knowest; but there arc some ties, par amour , whicl>\ in my 
mind, become not knights and nobles about a King’s person.” 

“ My Liege, I arede you not! ” 

“Tush, William!” replied the King, more gently, “thou 
hast more than once wearied me with application for the pardon of 
the nigromaneer, Warner — the whole Court is scandalized at thy 
love for his daughter. Thou hast absented thyself from thine 
office on poor pretexts! I know thee too well not to be aware that 
lore alone can make thee neglect thy King — thy lime has been 
spent at the knees or in the arms of this young sorceress! One 
word for ail times — he whom a witch snares cannot be a King’s 
true servant! 1 ask of thee, as a right or as a grace — see this fair 
ribaude no more! What, man, arc there not Indies enough in 
merry England , that thou shouldst undo thy self for so unchristian 
a fere?” 

“My King! how can this poor maid ha\e angered thee thus?” 

“Knowest thou not” — began the King, sharply,‘and chan¬ 
ging colour as hc"eyed his favourite’s mournful astonishment, — 

“Ah, well!” he muttered to himself, “they have been dis¬ 
creet hitherto, but how long will they be so? I am in time yet. It 
is enough— he added, aloud and gra\ cly — “ it is enough that 
our learned* Bun gey holds her father as a most pestilent wizard, 
whose spells are muttered for Lancaster and the rebel Warwick; 
that the girl hath her father's unholy gifts, and I lay my command 
on thee, as liege King, and I pray lh-e, as loving friend, to see 
no more cither child or sire I Let this suffice — and now I will hear 
thee on stale matters.” 

Whatever Hastings might feel, be saw that it was no time to 

* It will remembered that Edward bimsclt was a man of no 
learning. 
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venture remonstrance with the King, and strove to collect his 
thoughts, and speak imliltyrenlly on the high interests to which 
Kdward invited him ; hut he was .so distracted and absent, that he 
made hut a sorry counsellor, and the King, takiug pity on him, 
dismissed his chamberlain tor the night. 

•Sleep came not to the couch of Hastings; his acuteness per¬ 
ceived that w hatcher Kd ward's superstition , and he was a do out 
believer. in witchcraft, some, more worldly motive actuated him in 
his resentment to poor Sybil!, (tut, as we need searcely say, that 
neither from the abstracted Warner, nor his iuuoeeul daughter, 
had Hastings learned the true cause, he wearied himself with \ain 
conjectures, and knew not that Kd ward in\oltmtarily did homage 
to the superior chivalry of his gallant favomite, when lie dreaded 
that, alone all men, Hastings should he made aware of the guilty 
secret which the philosopher and his child could tell. If Hastings 
gate his name and rank to Sybil!, how powerful a weight would 
the tale ol the obscure witness suddenly acquire! 

Turning from the image of Syhill, thus beset with thoughts of 
danger, embarrassment, humiliation, disgrace, ruin, Lord 
Hastings recalled the words of Gloucester: and the stalely image 
of Katherine, surrounded with every memory of early passion - 
every attribute of present ambition — rose before him, and In; slept 
at last, to dream imt •*! Sybill and the humble orehard, hut of 
Katherine in her maiden bloom — of Uie trystiug tree, by the Halls 
ofSJiddleham — of the broken ring — of the rajfture and the woe 
of his youth’s first high-placed love. 


IV. 


The strife which Sybill had courted, between Katherine ami herself, 
commences in serious earnest. 


Hastings felt relieved ^vhen, the next day, several couriers 
arrived with tidings so important as to merge all considerations 
into those of stale. A secret messenger from the French Court 
threw Gloucester into one of those convulsive passions of rage, to 
which, with all his intellect and dissimulation , he was sometimes 
subject — by the news of Anne’s betrothal to Prince Edward; nor 
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did the letter from Clarence to the Kin^r.. attesting the .success of 
one of his schemes, comfort Richard ,fur tin; failure of the other. 
A letter from Ilurgundy confirmed the report of the spy, a nnounced 
Duke Charles’s intention of sending a licet to pretent Warwick’s 
invasion , and rated King Edward sharply for his supineness in not 
preparing suitably against so formidable a foe. The gay and reck¬ 
less presumption of Edward, worthier of a knight-errant than a 
monarch, laughed at the word Inrasion. “Pest on Rur,gundv’s 
ships! I only wish that the Karl would land!”* he said to his 
council. None echoed the wish , hut later in the day came a third 
messenger with information that roused .ail Kdward’s ire; careless 
of each danger in the distance, he ever sprang into energy and 
vengeance when a foe was already in the Held. And the Lord Filz- 
lingii (the voting nobleman before seen among the rebels at Olnev, 
and who bad now succeeded to the honours of his house^ bail 
suddenly risen in the .North, at the head of a formidable rebellion. 
No man had so large an experience in the warfare of those districts, 
the temper of the people, and the inclinations of the various towns 
and lordships as Montagu; he was the natural chief to depute 
against the rebels. Some animated discussion took place as to the 
dependence to he placed in the Marquis at such a crisis; lmt while 
the more wary held it safer, at all hazards , not to leaxe him unem¬ 
ployed , and to command lii;j services in an expedition that xvouid 
remote him from the neighbourhood of his brother, should the 
latter land, as was expected, on the coast of Norfolk, Edward, 
with a blindness of conceit that seems almost incredible, believed 
iirmly in the iufatuated loyalty of the man whom he had slighted 
and impoverished, and whom, by his offer of his daughter to the 
Lancastrian Prince, he had yet more recently cozened and deluded. 
Montagu w as hastily summoned, ami received orders to march at 
once to the North, levy forces and assume their command. The 
Marquis obeyed with fewer words thaoiwcrc uatural to him — left 
the presence, sprang on his horse, and as he rode from the palace, 
drew a letter from his bosom. “Ah, Edward!” said he, setting 
his teeth; “so, after the solemn betrothal of thy daughter to my 
son , thou wouids! have given her to thy Lancastrian enemy. 

* Coin. iii. c. 5. 
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Coward, to bribe bis peace! — recreant, to bely thy word! I thank 
thee for this news, Warwick; for without that injury I feel I could 
ncvfr, vvli#n the hour came, have drawu sword against this faith¬ 
less man, — especially for Lancaster. Ay, tremble, thou who 
dcridcstall truth and honour! He who himself betrays, cannot 
call fengeance, treason! ” 

Meanwhile, K Award departed, for farther preparations, to the 
Tower of^Lon don. Mew evidences of the mine beneath bis feet here 
awaited the incredulous King. On the door of St. Paul's, of many 
of the Metropolitan Churches, on the Standard atChcpc, and on 
London Bridge, during the past night, had been allixed, none 
Tincw by whom , the celebrated proclamation, signed hy Warwick 
and Clarence, (drawn up in the hold style of the Karl ) announcing 
their qverdy ret inn, containing a brief and v igorous description of 
th' misrule of the realm, and their determination to reform all 
evils and redress all wrongs. * Though the proclamation named 
not the restoration of the Lancastrian line, (doubtless from regaid 
for 11 enry’s safety,) all men in the metropolis were already aware 
of the formidable league between Margaret and Warwick. Yet, 
men still, Edward smiled in coutempt, for be had faith in the 
letter received from Clarence, and felt assured that the moment the 
Duke and (he Karl landed , the former would'bctray his companion 
stealthily to the King; so, despite all these exciting subjects of 
grave alarm, the nightly banquet at the Tower was never mcirier 
and more joyous. Hastings left the feast ere it deepened into revel, 
and, absorbed in various and profound contemplation, entered 
bis apartment. He threw himself ou a scat, and leant his fare on 
his hands. 

“Oh, no — no!” he muttered; “now, in the hour when 
true greatness is most seen — when prince and peer crowd around 
me for counsel — when noble, knight, and squire, crave per¬ 
mission to marc*' in the troeft of which Hastings is the leader — 
7ioi/’ I feel how impossible, how falsely fair the dream that I eould 
forfeit all — all for« life of obscurity — for a young girl’s love! 
Love! as if 1 had not felt its delusions to palling! love, as if I 

* Sec for this proclamation, Ellis’s Original belli r>, vol.i., series 2, 
teller t'i. 

The hut of the Mutant. II. 
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could love again; or, if love — alas, it must be a light reflected 
but from memory! And Katherine,is free once more!” His 
gaze as lie spoke, fell downwards — perhaps in shame, and re¬ 
morse that, feeling thus now-, he had felt so differently when he 
bade Sybill smile till his return ! 

“It is the air of this accursed court which taints our besi re¬ 
solves!” he murmured, as an apology for h*nself; but scarce 
was the poor excuse made, than the murmur broke into excla¬ 
mation of surprise and joy. A letter lay before him — he recog¬ 
nised the hand of Katherine. What years had passed since her 
writing had met his eye — since the lines that hade him * farewell, 
and forget!’ T/msi■ lin<’s had been blotted with tears, and these,' 
as he, tore open the silk that bound them — these, the trace of 
tears, too, was on them! Vet they were but fewand in tremu¬ 
lous characters. They ran thus: — 

‘‘To-morrow, before noon, the Lord Hastings is prayed to 
visit one whose life he hath saddened by the thought and the accu¬ 
sation that she hath clouded and en^bitlered his. 

“KaTUKRIMI UK Ito>VII.LK.” 

Leaving Hastings to such meditations of fear or of hope, as 
these lines could call forth, we lead the reader to a room, not 
very distant front his own, — the room of (he illustrious briar 
Bungey. 

The Kx-trcgMour was standing before the captured Eureka, 
and gazing on it with an air of serio-comic despair and rage. Wc 
say the Eureka, as comprising all the ingenious contrivances to¬ 
wards one single object invented by its maker, an harmonious com¬ 
pound of many separate details; — but the iron creature no longer 
deserved that superb appellation, for its various members were 
now .disjointed and dislocated, and lay piMc mi'le in multiform 
confusion. w 

By the side of the friar stood a female enveloped in a long 
srarlet mantle, with the hood partially drawn over the face, but 
still leaving visible the hard, thin, villanous lips, the stern, 
sharp chin, and the jaw resolute and solid as if hewed from 
stone. 
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“I tell thee, Graul ,” said the friar, “that thou hast had far 
the best of the bargain. I have put this diabolical contrivance to 
ail manne* of shapes, and have muttered over it enough Latin to 
have charmed a monster into civility. And the accursed thing, 
after nearly pinching off three lingers, nnd scalding me with 
seedling water, and spluttering and sputtering enough to have 
terrilied any man l%it Friar Itimgoy nut of his skin, is ohstinaltu 
vl muh^n — dogged as a mule; and was absolutely good for 
nought, till I happily thought of separating this vessel from all the 
rest of the gear, — and it serves now for the boiling my eggs! 
Hut by the soul of Father Merlin , whom the saints assoil, I need 
‘not have gixeii myself all this torment, for a tiling which, at host, 
does the work of a farthing pipkin ! ” 

“Quirk, master—the hour is late! I must go while yet the" 
troopers, and couriers, and riders, hurrying to and fro, keep 
the gates from'closing. What vvantesl thou witti Graul?” 

“More reverence, child!” growled the Friar. “ What I want 
of thee, is briefly told ; if thou hast the wit to serve me. This 
miserable Warner must himself expound to me the uses and trick 
of his malignant contrivance. Thou must find and bring him 
hither! ” 

“And if he will not expound?” 

“The Deputy-governor of*the Tower will lend mi? a stone 
dungeon, and, if need be, the use of the brake, to unlock the 
dotard’s tongue." 

“On what pica?” 

“That Adam Warner is a wizard, in the pax of Lord Warwick, 
whom a more mighty master like myself alone can duly examine 
and defeat.” 

“And iff bring thee the sorcerer — what wilt thou teach me in 
return?” 

“What desirest thou mo»t?” 

Graul inused, and said— “ There is war in the. wind. Graul 
follows the camp — her trooper gets gold and booty. Hut the 
trooper is stronger than Graul; and when the trooper sleeps, it is 
with his knife by his side , and his sleep is iight and broken, for 
he has wicked dreams. Give ine a potion to make sleep deep, 

11* 
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that his eyes may not open when Graul niches his gold, and his 
hand may be too heavy to draw the knife front its sheath! ” 

“Immunda — detestabilis! — thine own paramour 

“He hath beat me with his bridle rein, he hath given a silver 
broad piece to Griseil — Grisell hath sate on his knee — Graul 
never pardons! ” * 

The Friar, rogue as he was, shuddered —V “I cannot help 
thee to murder, I cannot give thee the potion; name so^tc other 
reward.” 

“Ig„-” 

“ Nay, nay — think — pause. 

“ 1 know where Warner is hid. By this hour to-morrow night, ' 
I can place him in thy power. Say the word, and pledge me the 
draught.” 

“Well, well, mulivr abominabilis !— that is, irresistible, 
bonnibel, — 1 cannot give thee the potion; but I will teach thee an 
art which can make sleep heavier than the anodyne, and which 
wastes not like the essence, but strengthens by usage: an art 
thou shalt have at thy fingers’ ends, and which often draws from 
the sleeper the darkest secrets of his heart! ” ** 

“It is magic,” said Graul, with joy. 

“Ay, magic.” 

“I will bring theft the Wizard.*— But listen; he never stirs 
abroad, save with his daughter. I must bring both.” 

‘ Nay — I watit not the girl.” 

“ But 1 dare not throttle her, for a great Lord loves her — who 
would find out the deed and avenge it; and, if she be left behind, 
she will go to the Lord will discover what tliou hast done with the 
Wizard, and thou wilt hang!” 

“Never say, ‘Hang,’ to me, Graul — it is ill-mannered and 
ominous. Who is the Lord?” 

“Hastings.” v 

“l*est! — and already ho hath been searching for the thing 
yonder; and I have brooded over it night and day, like a honour 

* We ha\e before said that Animal Magnetism was known to Bun- 
gej , and familiar to the Necromancers or rather Theurgists of tho 
Middle Ages. 
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a chalk egg — only that the egg does not snap ott'ttic licus claws, 
as that diabolism would fain snap off my digits. But the war will 
carry Hastings away in its whirlwind; and, in danger, the 
Duchess is my slaie, and will bear me through all. So, thou 
ninyst bring the girl; and strangle her not; for no good ever 
forties of a murder, — unless indeed, it be absolutely necessary! ” 

“I know theVien who will help me, bold ribands, whom I 
will guardon myself; for I want not thy coins, but thy craft. 
When the curfew has tolled, and the bat hunts the moth, we. will 
bring thee I he quarry — ” 

Gratil turned — but as she gained the door —> she stopped, 
and said abruptly, throwing back her hood — 

“ What age dost thou deem me?" - 

“Marry/’ quoth the Friar — “an* I had not seen then on thy 
mother’s knee, when she followed my stage of Trcgetour — I 
should have guessed thee for thirty, hut thou hast led too jolly 
a life to look still in the blossom — why specr’st thou the 
question?" 

“Because when trooper and riband, say to me - - *Graul, llmu 
art loo worn and too old, to drink of our cup, and sit in the lap, 
to follow the young fere to the battle, and weave the blithe dance 
in the fair,’ — I would depart from my sisters, and have a hut of 
my own — and a black cat wflhoiit a white hair, and steal herbs 
by the new moon, and hones from the charnel — and curse those 
whom 1 hate - and clca\e the mysty air on a hc?om , like Mother 
Halkin of Edmonton. Ifa — ha! Master, thou slialt pre¬ 
sent me then to the Sabbat. Gran I has the mettle for a bonny 
witch !" 

The Tymboslerc vanished with a laugh. The Friar muttered a 
paternoster, for once, perchance, devoutly; and after having 
again deliberately scanned the disjecta membra of the Eureka, 
gravely look f>- th a duck’sfegg from his cupboard, and applied 
the master-agent of the machine which Warner hoped was to 
change the face of the globe to the only practical utility itpossessed 
to the Mounlcbauk’s comprehension! 



Tin; meeting of Hastings and Kallierinr. 

Tiik next morning, while Edward was engaged in levying from 
his opulent citizens alt the loans he could extract, knowing ihat 
gold is the sinew of war — while Worcester* was manning the 
fortress of the Tower, in which the Queen, then near t er con¬ 
finement, was to reside during the campaign — while Gloucester 
was writing commissions to Captains and Barons to raise men — 
while Sir Anthony Cord Rivers was ordering improvements in his 
dainty damasquine armour — and the whole Fortress Palatine was ’ 
animated and alive with the stir of the coming strife — Lord 
Hastings escaped from the bustle, and repaired to the house of 
Katherine. With what motive, with what intentions, was not 
known clearly to himself; — perhaps, for there was bitterness in 
his very love for Katherine, to enjoy the retaliation due to his own 
wounded pride, and say to the idol of his youth, ns he had said 
to Gloucester -— “Time is — time was;’’ — perhaps with some 
remembrance of the faith due to Sybill, wakened up the more now 
that Katherine seemed actually to escape from the ideal image into 
the real woman — to be easily wooed ;ind won. But certainlv, 
Sybil's cause was not wholly loit, though greatly shaken and 
endangered, when Lord Hastings alighted at Lady Bonville’s gate; 
but his face grauually grew paler, his mien less assured, as lie 
drew near and nearer to the apartment and the presence of the 
widowed Katherine. 

She was seated alone, and in the same room in which lie had 
last seen her. Her deep mourning only served, by contrasting 
the pale and exquisite clearness of her complexion , to enhance her 
beauty. Hastings bowed low, and seated him>elf by her side in 
silence. 

The Lady of Bonville eyed him for some moments with an un¬ 
utterable expression of melancholy and tenderness. All her pride 
seemed to have gone ; the very character of her face was changed : 
grave severity had become soli timidity, and stately self-control 
was broken into the unmistaken struggle of hope and fear. 
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“ Hastings! — U'Ulium she said, in a gentle and low whis¬ 
per, and at the sound of Lh.il last name from those lips, the noble 
felt his y:ins thrill and his heart throb. “If," she continued, 
.“tin step ( hate taken seems to thee unwomanly and too hold, 
know, allcast, what was my design and-my excuse. There was 
a lime (and Katherine blushed) when, thou knowesl well, that, 
had this hand he%u mine to bestow, it would have been his who 
elaimec^lbc half of this ring.’' And kalhcriue took from a small 
crystal casket the well-remembered token. 

“The broken ring foretold but the broken troth,” said Hast¬ 
ings, a\eiling his face. 

“Thy conscience, rebukes thy words,” replied Katherine, 
sadly; “ I pledged my faith, if thou couldsl win my father’s word. 
AVhat maid, and lhaL maid a Niwile, could so forget duty and ho¬ 
nour , ns to pledge then more? We were severed. Pass — oh, 
pass over that time! My father loved me dearly; but when did 
pride and ambition ever deign to take Itccd or the wild fancies of a 
girl’s heart? Three suitors, wealthy lords, — whose alliance, 
gave strength to my Kindred, in the day when their very lives de¬ 
pended on their swords, — were rivals for Karl Salisbury’s daugh¬ 
ter. Earl Salisbury bade his daughter choose. Thy great friend, 
and my own kinsman, Duke Itiehard of York, himself pleaded 
for thy rivals, lie proved to me that my disobedience — if, indeed, 
for the lirst time, a child of my House could disobey its chief -- 
would be an eternal barrier to Ihy fortune; that while Salisbury 
was thy foe, he himself could nut advance tliy valiancy and merit; 
lhat it was with me to forward thy ambition, though I could riot 
reward thy lu\e; that Iroin the hour 1 was another’s, my mighty 
kinsmen themselves — for they were generous — would be the 
first to aid the Duke in thy career. Hastings, even then i would 
have prayed, at least, to he the bride, not of man, but God. 
But I was trained — as what^iohle demoiselle is not? — to submit 
wholly to a parent’s welfare and his will. Asa nun, I could but 
pray for the suerrss of my father's cause; as a wife, I should bring 
to Salisbury and to York the retainers and the strong-holds of a 
Baron! I obeyed. Hear me on. — Of the three suitors for my 
hand, two were young and gallant — women deemed them fair 
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and comely; and had my choice been one of these, thou rnightest 
have deemed that a new love had chased the old. Since choice 
was mine, I chose the man love could not choose, and look this 
sad comfort to my heart — ‘//e, the forsaken Hastings, will see, 
in my very choice, that 1 was but the slave of duty — my choice 
itself my penance.”’ i 

Katherine paused, and tears dropped fa-,t from her eyes. 
Hastings held his. hand over his countenance, and onl.y by the 
heaving of his heart was his emotion visible. Katherine re¬ 
sumed : — 

“ Once wedded, I knew what became a wife. Wc met again; 
and to thy first disdain and anger — (which it had been dishonour 
in me to soothe by one word that said , ‘The wife remembers the 
maiden's love') — to these, thy first emotions, succeeded the 
more cruel revenge, which would have changed sorrow and 
struggle to remorse and shame. And then, then —7 weak woman 
that I was — I wrapped myself in scorn and pride. Nay, I felt 
deep anger — was it unjust? — that thou couldst so misread, and 
so repay, the heart which had nothing left, save virtue, to com¬ 
pensate for Imc. And yet, yet, often when thou didst deem me 
most hard, most proof against memory and feeling — but why 
relate the trial? Heaven supported me, and if thou lovest me no 
longer, thou cans! not despise.” 

At these last words Hastings was at her feet, bending over her 
hand, and stilled by his emotions. Katherine gazed at him for a 
moment through her own tears, and then resumed: — 

“But thou hadst, as Man, consolations no woman would de¬ 
sire or covet. And oh, what grieved me most was, not — no, 
not the jealous, the wouuded vanity, but it was at least this self- 
accusation, this remorse, that— but for 011c goading remem¬ 
brance , of love returned and love forsaken, — thou hadst never so 
descended from thy younger nature, never so trilled with the 
solemn trust ofT imr. All, when I have heard, or seen, or fan¬ 
cied one fault in thy maturcr manhood, unworthy of thy bright 
youth, anger of myselfhas made me bitter and stern to thee; aud 
if 1 taunted, or chid, or veied thy pride, how little didst thou 
know that through the too shrewish humour spoke the too soft re- 
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incmhraucc! For this — for this; and believing that through all, 
alas! iny image was not replaced — when my hand was free, I 
was grati^ul that I might still —” (the lady's pale check grew 
brighter than the rose, her voice faltered, and became low and 
indistinct) — “I might still think it mine to alone to thee for the 
pa»*. And ifshe added, with a sudden and generous energy, 
“if in this I have Hewed my pride, it is because by pride thou wert 
wounde^l; and now, at last, thou hast a just revenge." 

O terrible ri\al for thee, lost Sybill! Was it wonderful that, 
while that head drooped upon his breast, while in that enchanted 
change which love the softener makes in lips long scornful, eyes 
’ long proud and cold, he felt that Katherine Nevilc - tender, 
gentle, frank without boldness, lofty without arrogance — had 
replaced the ahstere dame of Itonville, whom he half hated while 
he wooed, — oh, was it wonderful that the soul of Hastings fled 
back to the old time, forgot the intervening vows, and more chill 
affections, and repeated only with passionate lips — “Katherine, 
loved still, lo\ed ever — mine, mine at last! ” 

Then followed delicious silence — then vows, confessions, 
questions, answers — the thrilling interchange of hearts long 
divided, and now rushing into one. And time rolled on, till 
Katherine, gently breaking from her lover, said — 

“And now, that thou hast the right to know and guide my pro¬ 
jects, approve, I pray thee, my present purpose. War awaits 
thee, and we must part awhile!" At these*words her brow 
darkened, and her lip quivered. “Oh, that I should have lived 
to mourn the day when Lord Warwick , untrue to Salisbury and to 
York, joined his arms with Lancaster and Margaret — the day 
when Katherine could blush for the brother she had deemed the 
glory of her house,! !So, no, (she continued, as Hastings inter¬ 
rupted her with generous excuses for the Earl, and allusion to the 
known slights he had recci^d.) — No, no; make not his cause 
the worse, by telling me that an unworthy pride, the grudge of 
some thwart to his policy or power, has made him forget what was 
due to the memory of his kinsman York, to the mangled corpse of 
his father Salisbury. Thinkest thou, that hut for this, I could—” 
She stopped , but Hastings divined her thought, and guessed that. 
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if spoken, it had ran thus: • “That I could, even now, bate 
received the homage of one who departs to meet, with banner and 
clarion, my brother as his foe?” The lovely sweetness.of the late 
expression had gone from Katherine's face, and its aspect showed 
that her high and ancestral spirit had yielded hut to one passion. 
She pursued — 

“While this strife lasts, it becomes my /tv^ldowhnod, and 
kindred position with the Earl, to retire to the convent my mother 
•founded. To-morrow I depart.” 

“Alas!” said Hastings, “thou speakest of the strife as if but 
a single field. But Warwick returns not to these shores, nor 
bows himself to league with Lancaster, — for a chance hazardous 
and desperate, as Edward too rashly deems it. It is in vain to 
deny that the Karl is prepared for a grave and lengthened war, and 
much I doubt whether Edward can resist his power; for the idol¬ 
atry of the very land will swell the. ranks of so dread r rebel. What 
if he succeed — what if we he driven into exile, as Henry's friends 
before us — what if the king-maker be the, king-dethroner? — 
then, Katherine, then, once more thou wilt he at the best of thy 
hostile kindred, and once more, dowered as thou art, and thy 
womanhood still in its richest bloom, thy hand will be lost to 
Hastings.” 

“INay, if that be all thy fear, take with thee this pledge — 
that Warwick’s treason to the house for which my father fell, 
dissolves his power over one driven to disown him as a brother, — 
knowing Karl Salisbury, bad he foreseen such disgrace, had 
disowned him as a son. Aj»d if there he defeat, and (light, and 
exile, —wherever thou wandcrest, Hastings, shall Katherine be 
found beside thee — Fare thee well, and our Lady shield thee; 
may thy lance be victorious against all foes — save one. Thou wilt 
forbear my - that is, the Karl!” Aud Katherine, softened at 
that thought, sobbed aloud. x 

“And come triumph or defeat, I have thy pledge?” said 
Hastings, soothing her. 

“See,” said Katherine, taking the broken ring from the casket; 
“now, for the first time since I bore the name of Bum file, I lay 
this relic on my heart — art thou answered?” 
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VI. 

> 

Hastings learns what has In-fallen S>lull. -- Repairs to the King, and 
encounters an old rival. 

' “ It is destifiv,” said Hastings to himself, when early the next 
morning he was iTn his road to the farm. — “It is destiny — ami 
who rail resist his fate!" 

“It is destiny!” — phrase of Ihe weak human heart! “It is 
destiny!” -- dark apology for e\ery error! The strong and the 
virtuous admit no destiny! . On earth, guides Conscience — in 
heaven, watches God. And Destiny is but the phantom we iuvokc 
to silence the. otic — to dethrone the other! 

i 

Hastings spared not his good steed. With great difficulty had 
he snatched a brief respite from imperious business, to accomplish 
the last poortduty now left to him to fulfil — to confront the maid 
whose heart he had seduced in vain , and say, at length, honestly 
and firmly— “I cannot wed thee. Forget me,, and farewell.” 

Doubtless, his learned and ingenious mind conjured up softer 
words than these, and more purfled periods wherein to dally out 
the truth. But in these two sentences the truth lay. He arrived 
at the farm — he entered the house — he felt it as a reprieve, that 
he met not the bounding step of the welcoming Sybil!. He sale 
down in the humble chamber, and wailed awhile in patience — no 
voice was heard. The silence at length surpriseifand alarmed him. 
lie proceeded farther. He was met by the widowed owner of the 
house, who was weeping; and her first greeting prepared him for 
what had chanced. “Oh, my lord, you have come to tell me they 
are safe — they have not fallen into the hands of their enemies 
the good gentleman, so meek — the poor ladv, so fair! ” 

Hastings stood aghast — a few sentences more explained all 
that lie already guessed. A strange man had arrived the evening 
before at the house, praying Adntn and his daughter to aecompany 
him to the Lord Hastings, who had been thrown from his horse, 
and was now in a cottage in the neighbouring lane — not hurt 
dangerously, but unable to be removed — and who had urgent 
matters to comtyuuiculc. Not questioning the truth of this story. 
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Adam and Sybill had hurried forth, and returned no more. 
Alarmed by their long absence, the widow, who had first received 
the message from the stranger, went herself to the cottage, and 
found that the story was a fable. Every search had since bccii 
made for Adam and his daughter, but in vain. The widow, con- 
finned in her previous belief that her lodgers had been attainted 
Lancastrians, could but suppose that they had licen thus betrayed 
to their enemies. Hastings heard this with a dismay and'.emorse 
impossible to express. His only conjecture was, that the King 
had discovered their retreat, and taken this measure to break off 
the intercourse he had so sternly denounced. Full of these ideas, 
he hastily remounted, and stopped not till once more at the gates 
of the Tower. Hastening to Edward's closet, the moment he saw 
thcKing, he exclaimed, in great emoliou — "My Liege — my Liege, 
do not, at this hour, when I have need of my whole energy to serve 
thee, do not madden my brain, and palsy my ar'm. This old 
man — the poor maid — Sybill — Warner — speak, my Liege — 
only tell me they are safe — promise me they shall go free, and 
1 swear to obey thee in all else! 1 will thank thee in the battle¬ 

field!” 

"Thou art mad, Hastings!” said the King, in great astonish¬ 
ment. •— "Ilush!” and he glanced significantly at a person who 
stood before several heaps of gold, ranged upon a table in the 
recess of the room. — "See,” he whispered, "yonder is the 
Goldsmith, who‘hath brought me a loan from himself and his 
fellows! — Pretty talcs for the City thy folly will send abroad! ” 

But before Hastings could vent his impatient answer, this 
'person, to Edward’s still greater surprise, had advanced from his 
place, and forgetting ail ceremony, had seized Hastings hy the 
hem of his surcoat, exclaiming — 

"My lord, iny lord — what new horror is this? Sybill! — 
methought she was worthless, and haJ lied to thee!” 

“Ten thousand devils!” shouted thcKing — “Am I ever to 
be tormented by that damnable wizard and his witch child? And 
is it. Sir Peer and Sir Goldsmith, in your King’s closet that ye 
come, the very eve before be marches to battle, to specr and 
glower at each other like two madmen as ye are?” 
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Neither Peer nor Goldsmith gave way, till thccourtier, naturally 
recovering himself the first, fell on his knee, ami said, with firm, 
though piyifound respect— “Sire, if poor William Hastings has 
ever merited from his King one kindly thought, one generous word, 
forgive now whatever may displease thee in his passiou or his suit, 
amt tell him what prison contains those whom it would for ever 
dishonour his knighthood to know punished and endangered but 
for his (jflence." 

“My lord!” answered the King, softened, but still surprised, 
“think you seriously that I, who but reluctantly, in this lovely 
month, leave my green lawns of Shcnc, to save a crown, could 
• have been veving my brain by stratagems to seize a lass — whom I 
swear by St. George I do not envy thee, in the least? If that does 
not suffice, incredulous dullard, why then take my kingly word, 
never before passed for so slight an orcasion, that 1 know nothing 
whatsoever ofjhy damsel’s whereabout — nor her pestilent father's 
— where they'abode of late — where they now be — and, what is 
more, if any man has usurped his King’s right to imprison the 
King’s subjects, find him out, and name his puuishment. Art 
thou convinced?” 

“lam, my Liege,” said Hastings. 

“But—” began the goldsmith. 

"Holloa, you too. Sir! This is too much! Wc have con¬ 
descended to answer the man who arms three thousand retainers.” 

“And I,” please your Highness, “bring you the gold to pay' 
them,” said the Trader, bluntly. 

The King bit his lip, and then burst into his usual merry 
laugh. 

“Thou art in the right. Master Alwvn. Finish counting the 
pieces, and then go and consult with my chamberlain he must 
off with the cock-crow — but, since ye seem to understand each 
other, he shall make thee hi| lieutenant of search, and I will sign 
any order he pleases for the recovery of the lost wisdom and the 
stolen beauty. Go and calm thyself, Hastings.” 

“I will attend you presently, my Lord,” saidAlwyn, aside, 
" in your own apartment.” 

“Bo so,” sat'd Hastings; and, grateful for the King’s con- 
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sideration, he sought his rooms. There indeed, Alwyn soon 
joined him, and learned from the nobleman what filled him at 
once with joy and terror. Knowing that Warner and^Sybill had 
left the Tower, he had surmised that the girl’s virtue had at last 
succumbed^ and it delighted him to hear from Lord Hastings, 
whose word to men was never questionable, the solemn assurance 
of her unstained chastity. But he trembled l.t this mysterious 
disappearance, and knew not to whom to impute the s^are, till 
the penetration of Hastings' suddenly alighted near, at least, to 
the clue. ‘‘The Duchess of Bedford,” said he, “ever increasing 
in superstition as danger increases, may have desired to re-find so 
great a scholar, and reputed an astrologer and magician — if so, * 
all is safe. On the other hand, her favourite, the Friar, ever 
bore a jealous grudge to poor Adam, and may have sought to 
abstract him from her Grace’s search — here, there may be 
molestation to Adam, but surely no danger to Sybill. JIarkye, 
Alwyn — thou lovestthe maid more worthily, and —” Hastings 
slopped short — for such is inflk-m human nature, that, though 
he had mentally resigned Sybill for ever, he could not yet calmly 
face the thought of resigning her to a rival. “Thou lovest her,” 
he renewed, more coldly, “and to thee, therefore, I may safely 
trust the search, which time, and circumstance, and a soldier’s 
duty forbid to me. And believe — oh, believe, that I say not 
tiiis from a passion which may move thy jealousy, but rather with 
a brother’s holy live. If thou canst but see her safe, and lodged 
where nor danger nor wrong can find her, thou hast no friend in 
the wide world whose service through life thou mayst command 
like mine.” 

“Myl.ord,” said Alwyn, drily, “I want no friends! Young 
ns I am, I have lived long enough to see that friends follow fortune, 
but never make it! I will find this poor maid and her honoured 
father, if I spend my last groat on tl\y search. Get me but such 
an order from the Kingas may place the law at my control, and 
awe even her Grace of Bedford — and I promise the rest! ” 

Hastings, much relieved, deigned to press the goldsmith’s 
reluctant hand; and, leaving him alone for,? few ^ninutes, 
returned with a warrant from tnC King, which seemed , to Alwyn, 



175 


sufficiently precise end authoritative. The goldsmith then de¬ 
parted, and first he sought the friar, but found him not at home, 
liungcy hpd taken with him, as was his wont, the keys of his 
mysterious apartment. Alwyti then hastened elsewhere, to secure 
those experienced in such a search, and to head it iirperson. At 
the*Tower, the evening was passed in bustle and excitement — 
the last preparations for departure. The Queen, wlio was then 
far advanced towards her confinement, was, as we before said, 
to remain at the Tower, which was now strongly manned. Roused 
from her wonted apathy by the imminent dangers (hat awaited 
Kdward, the night was passed by her in tears and prayers by 
him, in the sound sleep of confident valour. The next morning, 
departed for the North the several leaders —Gloucester, Rivers, 
Hastings, and* the Kimr. 


VII. 

The landing «r Lord Warwick, and the events that ensue thereon. 

And Charles the Wold, Duke of Burgundy, “prepared such a 
greate navie as lightly hath uot been secne. before, gathered in 
manner of all nations, which arinie laie at the mouth of the Seync 
ready to light with the Earle of Warwick, when he should set out 
of his harborowe.” * 

But the winds fought for the Avenger. It^ the night came 
‘•'a terrible tempest,” which scattered the Duke’s ships “one from 
another, so that tw o of them were not in compngnic together in one 
place; ” and when the tempest had done its work, it passed away, 
and the gales were fair, and the hea.ven was clear. When, the 
next day, the Karl “halsed up thesayles,” and came in sight of 
Dartmouth. 

It was not with an army of foreigu hirelings that Lord Warwick 
set forth on his mighty entei^risc. Scanty indeed were tlie troops 
he brdught from France — for he had learned from England that 
“men, so much daily and hourely desired and wished so sore his 
arrival aud return, that almost all men were in harness, looking. 


Halt, p. 282. Ed. 1809. 
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for his landyng.” * As his ships neared the coast, and the banner 
of the Ragged Staff, worked in gold, shone in the snn, the shores 
swarmed with armed crowds, not to resist but welcome. From 
cliff (o cliff, wide and far, blazed rejoicing bonfires; and from cliff 
to cliff, wide and far, burst the shout, when, first of all his men, 
bare-headed, but, save the burgonot, in complete mail, 1 the 
popular hero leapt to shore. (•' 

“ When the Earle had taken land, he made a proclamation, in 
the name of King Henry Vf., upon high paynes, commanding and 
charging all men apt or able to bear artpour, to prepare themselves 
to fight against Edward, Duke of York, who had untruly usurped 
the crounc and dignity of this realm." ** 

And where was Edward? — afar, following the forces of Lord 
Fitzhugh and Robin of Rcdesdale, who, by artful' retreat, drew 
him farther and farther northward, and left all the other quarters 
of the kingdom free, to send their thousands to the banners of 
Lancaster and Warwick. And even as the news of the Earl’s 
landing reached the King, it spread also through all the towns in 
the North — and all the towns in the North were in “ a great rore, 

* The popular feeling in favour of the Earl is described by Hall, 
with somewhat more eloquence and vigour than arc common with that 
homely chronicler — “ The absence of tbe Earle of Warwick made the 
common people daily more and more to lon&i; and bee desirous to have 
the. sight of him, and presently to bebot^’his personage. For they 
judged that the sunne was clerely taken fro pi the worlde, when bee was 
absent. In suck liigh estimation, amongst tbe people, was his name, 
that neither no one manne, they bad in so much honour, neither no one 
persone they so much praised, or, to the clouds, so highly extolled. 
What shall 1 say? llis only name sounded in every song, in the rnoulh 
of the common people, and his persone (effigies) was represented with 
great reverence when publique plaies or open triurnphes should bee 
showed or set furihe ahrode in the stretes,” &c. This lively passage, if 
not too highly coloured, serves to show us the rude saturnalian kind of 
liberty that existed, even under a King so vindictive as Edward IV. 
Though an individual might be banged R>r the jest that he would make 
his son heir to the crown, (via. the grocer’s shop, which bore tbafsign,) 
yet no tyranny could deal with the sentiment of the masses. In our own 
day, it would be less safe than in that, to make public exhibition “in 
plaies and triumphs," of sympathy'with a man, attainted as a traitor, 
and in open rebellion to the crown! 

*• Hall, p. 282L 
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and made fire® . and sang songs, crying— ‘King Henry — King 
llf'iiry ! a Waru irke — a Warwickc! ’ ” But his warlike and pre¬ 
sumption^ spirit, forsook not the chief of that bloody and fatal 
race the line of the English 1 ’elops— “bespattered with kin¬ 
dred gore." * A messenger from Burgundy was in his tent when 
the .news reached him. ‘‘Back, to the Duke !” cried Edward ; 
“ tell him to rc-ci fleet his navy, guard the sea , scour the streams, 
that the^arl shall not escape, nor return to France — for the doings 
in England, let me alone! I have ability and puissance to overcome 
ail enemies and rebels in mine own realm." ** 

And therewith lie raised his camp, abandoned the pursuit of 
• Fit/hugh , summoned Montagu to join him, fit being now safer to 
bold the Marquis near him, and near the axe, if his loyalty became 
suspected,j anfl marched on to meet the Earl. Nor did the Earl 
tarry fnnii the encounter. His army , swelling as lie passed —.and 
as men read his proclamations to reform all grievances and right 
all wrongs - - he pressed on to meet the King, while fast and fast 
upon Edward's rear came the troops of Filzhugli and flilyard; no 
longer Hying, lint pursuing. The King was tile more, anxious to 
come up to Warwick, inasmuch as lie relied greatly upon the 
treachery of Clarence, either secretly to betray or openly to desert 
he Earl. And he knew that if he did the latter on the eve of a 
aaltlc, it could not fail morally to w eaken Warwick, and dishearten 
i is army by fear that desertion should prove, as it ever does, the 
nosf contagious disease that can afflict a camp. * It is probable, 
inwever, that the enthusiasm which had surrounded the Earl with 
volunteers so numerous, had far exceeded the anticipations of the 
nexpcricneed Clarence, and would have forbid him that oppof- 
unitv of betraying the Earl. However this lie, the rival armies 
Irew near and nearer. The King halted in his rapid march at a 
small village, atid took tip his own quarters in a fortified house, 
‘o which there was no accessrfmt by a single bridge. *** Edward 
limsclf retired for a short time to his couch, for he had need of all - 
iis strength in the battle he foresaw. But scarce had he closed his 
ives, when Alexander Carlilc, the serjcanl of the royal minstrels, 

* vEsch. Again. *** Sharon Turner. Comines. 

** Halt, p. 283. f Ilcarnc's Fragment. 

The lust of the Barons. II. J J 
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followed by Hastings and Rivers, (their jealousy laid at rest for a 
time in the sense of their king’s danger,) rushed into his room. 

“ Arm, Sire, arm ! — Lord Montagu has thrown oil'the mask, 
and rides through thy troops, shouting, ‘Long live King Henry 

“Ah, traitor!" cried the King, leaping from his lied. “From 
Warwick, hate was my due— but not from Montagu! Riv irs, 
help buckle on my mail. Hastings, post my mdy-guard at the 
bridge. Wc will sell our lives dear.” 

Hastings vanished. Edward had scarcely hurried on his helm, 
cuirass, and greaves, when Gloucester entered , calm in the midst 
of peril. 

“Your enemies are marching to seize you, brother. Hark! 
behind you rings the erv, ‘A Filzluigh — a Robin —. death to the 
tyrant!' IJark! in front, ‘A Montagu — a Warwick — Long live 
King Henry! ’ I come to redeem my word —- to share jour exile or 
your death. Choose either while there is yet lime.• Thy choice is 
mine.! ” 

And while he spoke, behind , before, came the various cries 
near and nearer. The lion of March was in the toils. 

“Now, my two-handed sword ! " said Edward. “Gloucester, 
in this weapon learn my choice!” 

Hut mnv all the principal barons and captains, still true to the 
king, whose crown was already lost, (locked in a body to the 
chamber. They fell on their kne.es, and with tears implored him 
to save himself lor a happier day. 

“There is yet time to escape," said D'Eyncourt — “to pass 
the bridge — to gain the sea-port! Think not that a soldier's 
death will be left thee. Numbers will suffice to encumber thine 
arm — to seize thy person. Live not to he Warwick’s prisoner — 
shown as a wild beast in Us cage to the booling crowd! ” 

“If not on thyself,'' exclaimed Rivers, “have pity on these 
loyal gentlemen, and for the sake of*‘,heir liv cs preserve thine own. 
What is flight? // ’’arit'iekflvd! " 

“True — andreturned!" added Gloucester. “You are right, 
my fords. Come, Sire, we must fly. Our rights fly not with us, 
but shall light for us in absence!" 

The caluy wiu of this straugc and terrible boy had Us effect 
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upon Edward. He suffered his brother to lead him from die 
chamber, grinding his teeth in impotent rage. He mounted his 
horse , while Rivers held the stirrup, and. with some six or seven 
knights and earls, rode to the bridge, already occupied by Hastings 
and a small but determined guard. 

'•Ciime, Hastings,” said the King, with a ghastly smile — 
“they tell us we insist fly ! ’’ 

“True , Sire, haste — haste! 1 stay hut to deceive the enemy 
by feigning to defend the pass, and to counsel, as I best may, the 
faithful soldiers we leave behind.*' 

“ Brave Hastings! " said Gloucester, pressing his hand, “you 
'do well, and I envy you the glory of this post. Gome, Sire.” 

“Ay — ay,” said the King, with a sudden and lierco cry, “we 
go - but at least slaughtering as we go. See! von rascal troop! — 
ride we through the midst! llnvock and revenge! ” 

He set spur? to his steed, galloped over the bridge, and, before 
hi s companions could join him, dashed alone into the very centre 
of the advanced guard sent to invest the fortress; and while they 
were yet shouting— “ Where is the tyrant - where is Edward?—" 
“II ere!” answered a voice of thunder — “here, rebels and 
fay tors, in your ranks!” 

This sudden and appalling reply, even more than the sweep of 
the gigantic sword," before which were riven s.illet and mail, as the 
woodman’s axe. rives the faggot, created amongst the enemy that 
singular panic , which in those ages often sealtere<>numbers before 
the arm and the name of One. They recoiled in confusion and 
dismay. Many actually threw down their arms and fled. Through 
a path broad and clear, amidst the forest of pikes, Gloucester and 
the captains followed the flashing track of the King, over the 
corpses, headless or limbless, that he felled as he rode. 

Meanwhile, with a truer chivalry, Hastings, taking advantage 
of the sortie winch eoufuscdaand delayed the enemy, summoned 
such of the loyal as were left in the fortress, advised them as the 
only chance of life, to affect submission to Warwick; but when 
the time came to remember their old allegiance, * and promising 


• Stnron Turner, vol. iii. 289. 
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that ho would not desert them , save with life, I ill their safety was 
pledged hy the foe, reclosed his visor, and rode back to the front 
of the bridge. 

And now the King and his comrades had cut their way through 
all harrier, but the enemy still wavered and lagged, til: ’■■njdenlv 
the cry of “ Itobin of Kcdesdale! ’’ was heard, and wvi'! i. *i.nid, 
llilyard, followed hy a troop of horse, da-bedCio ' ut .f ili«* 
besiegers, and, learning tlie King's escape |.-i!c i-;V ir- .mi: • nit. 
His brief presence and sharp rebuke reanimated >!• 'n*,- . and 

in a few minutes they gained the bridge. 

“Halt, Sirs,” cried Hastings; “ 1 would oiiet « •; ■ .. 

your leader! Who is he?” 

“A knight on horseback advanced from the test.” 

Hastings lowered the point of his sword. 

“Sir, we yield this fortress to your hands upon . ... nub 1 .. 

— our men yonder are willing to submit, and «h: in •« .11 m t- 
Henry VI. Pledge me your word that you and y*.nr nidi-1 ...tare 
their lives and do them no wrong, and we depait.” 

“ And if I pledge it not?” said the Knight. 

“ Then for every warrior who guards this bridg< . • . • >• o* 

men amongst your ranks.” 

“ Do your Worst- -our bloods are up! We want !•■. '• - - 

revenge for the subjects butchered by your lyi.ml chu t • « 1 

to the attack - - charge! pike and hill!” The Knight spurred .. .. 
the Lancastrians 1 ’followed, and the Knight reeled iron. fishers.* 
into the moat below, felled hy the sword of Hasting-. 

For several minutes the pass was so gallantly iWcrn;< that iln. 
strife seemed iiiieertain, though fearfully iiticqtid. when \ re 
Montagu himself, hearing what had befallen, gal- q>c,l to the -;i■ • t. 
threw down his truncheon, cried “Hold!” and -i-M-litee 
ceased. To this nobleman, Hastings repeated lie 'cr.n- it!, i 
proposed. >.i 

“Andsaid Montagu, turning with anger io the Lancastrians, 
who formed a detachment of Fitzhugh’s forct -- “can Fuglishmen 
insist upon butchering Fuglishmen? Rather thank w. Lord Hast¬ 
ings, that he would spare good King Henry »o m.-ny subjects’ 
lives! The terms arc grauted, my Lord; and your own life also, 
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i».! those >'f your friends around you, vainly brave In a wrong 

f.'llJ-r, ! 

Alt* Montagusaid Hastings, touched, and in a whisper, 
-• - i! !•!*; that so gailaul a gentleman should leave a rebel’s blot 
i; < ■lictiron.” 

f • hiefj and suzerains arc false and perjured. Lord Ifast- 
.. . v,. . >! Montagu, “to obey them is not loyally, but 

. i d a tin 1 is not disloyalty, but a freeman’s duty. One 
l •' ■ know that truth, but too late!” * 
it.!-• . ji."de ,t.i irply wa\rd his hand to liis fellow-dc- 

'i.- luidge, and, followed by them, went slowly and 
. • I. ■* nil clear of the inurniiiring and sullen foe; then 

■ ■ -■ •!(- i 'heir steeds, these faithful warriors rode fast to 

. :o^, overtook llilyard on the way, and after a fierce 

.' tow from Hastings unhorsed and unhclmed the Stal¬ 
in.I left him so stunned as to check further pursuit. 

■ ■ hed the King, and gaining, with him arid his party, 

t happily fount) one Knglish and two-Diileh ves- 

1 |.■■ml of sailing; without other raiment than the mail 

without money, the men, a few'hours before hailed 

■ i as peers, fled from their nati\e land, as outcasts 

o •. .. ■ < ■ -. New dangers beset them on the sea: the ships of 

i’m 1...-!• riMn.'.s , at war both with France and Kngland, bore down 
n on i- •‘.w.-is. At the risk of drowning, they ran ashore near 
A ! '■ ••• r : 1 c ! nge slops of llte Easterlings followed as far as the 
i‘ w. oM | '•) mil, “ intendeing at the. (luddeto haveolilained 

D) ■ i< ■ ’ ' it. 'his extremity , the lord of the province (Louis 

*•' "i t '<•; i ame aboard their vessels — protected the fugitives 
‘in ■■ !• i . hogs conducted tliem to the Hague--and np- 

n of Lmgiindy how his brother-in-law had lost his 

• *ti. ere. verified Lord Warwick’s predictions of the 

i■•uii . ' .inulj ! The ftuke, for whose alliance Kdsvard had 
di'.io ... .1-, t ihe min to whom he owed his crown, so feared the 
Melon o'- Kill, that “ he had rather have heard of King Edward’s 

■ I* sn- in the midst of his own conspiracy against Richard of 
tiI.Mire-.tiT that the head ol Lord Hastings fell. 

•* llail. 
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death than of his discomfiture.”* And his first thought was to 
scud au embassy to the kiug-makcr, praying the amity and alliance 
of the restored dynasty. 


VIII. 

I 

What brfcl Adam Warner and Syhill. when made \ ihp-et n> tb<- cnvii 

Friar Bungey. 

Wk must now return to the Tower of London — not, indeed, 
to its lordly halls and gilded chambers-— but to the room of Friar 
Biingcy. We must go bark somewhat in time; and on the day 
following the departure of the King and his Lords, conjure up in 
that strangely furnished apartment, the form of the lunly Fii.ir, 
standing before the disorganized Eureka, with Adam Warner by 
his side. 

Grnul, as wc have seen, bad kept her word, and Sybill ami 
her father, having fallen into the snare, were suddenly gagged, 
bound, led through by-paths to a solitary hut, where :« covered 
wagon was in waiting, and finally, at nightfall., cundm ted t>. the 
Tower. The. Fiiar, whom his own repute, jolly affability and 
favour with the Duchess of Bedford , imnle a considerable person 
with the authorities of the place, had already obtained from the 
Deputy-governor an order to lodge two persons, whom his zeal for 
the King sought, to convict of necromantic practices in favour of the 
rebellion, in the cells set apart for such unhappy captives. Thither 
the prisoners were conducted. The Friar did not object to their 
allocation in contiguous cells; and the gaoler deemed him mighty 
kind and charitable, w hen he ordered that they might be well served 
and fed till their examination. 

He did not venture, however, to summon his captives till the 
departure of the King, when the Tower was, iu fact, at the dis- 
positiomof his powerful patroness, and when he thought he might 
stretch his authority as far ns he pleased, unquestioned and unchid. 

Now, therefore, on the day succeeding Edward’s departure, 
Adam Warner w as brought from his eell, and led to the chamber 
where the triumphant Friar received him in majestic stale. The 

* Hall, p. 219. 
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moment Warrior entered, he caught sight of the chaos to which'his 
Kureka was resolved, and uttering a cry of mingled grief and joy, 
sprang f<« ward to greet his profaned treasure. The Friar motioned 
the gaoler, ( whispering him to wait without,) and they were 
left alone. Hungry listened with curious and puzzled attention to 
pair Adam's broken interjections of lamentation and anger, and 
at last. clapping iiim roughly on the back , said — 

“ inou Knowost the secret of this magical and ugly device; but 
in thy hands it leads only to ruin and perdition. Tell me that se¬ 
cret , and in uuj hands it shall turn to honour and profit. Porkvy 
vrrhrii' ( am a man of few words. Do this, and thou shall go 

free with thy daughter, and I will protect thee , and give thee mo¬ 
nies , .vid my .fatherly blessing; — refuse to do it, and thou shalt 
uo from thy snug cell into a black dungeon full of newts and rats, 
where loon shalt rot tdl thy nails are like birds' talons, and thy 
-km -iirncilul up into mummy, and covered with hair like Tc- 
buel. • nv/ar!" 

Miserable varlet! (live thee my secret - give thee my fame — 
:uv life! Never! I scorn and spit at thy malice! ” 

! lie Friar’s fare grew convulsed with rage - “Wretch!” he 
roared f.i h, direst thou unslip thy houndlike malignity upon 
ureal Hungev? — Knowesl. thou not that lie could bid the walls 
open . nd close upon thee — that he could set yon serpents to coil 
rouiu. thy limbs, and yon lizard to gnaw out th*ne entrails? De¬ 
spise not my mercy, and descend to plain sense. What good 
didst thou ever reap from thy engine? — why shouldsl thou lose 
liberty — nay, life — if I will, for a thing that has cursed thee 
with man’s horror at.d hate?” 

“Art thou Christian and friar, to ask me why? Were not 
Christians themselves hunted by wild beasts, and burned at the 
stake , and h.oiou in the eaklron for their belief? — Knave, what- 
ev er is holiest men ever persecute! Head thy Itibel! ” 

“ Read the Bible! ” exclaimed Hungey, in pious horror at such 
a proposition — “ Ah! blasphemer, now I have thee! — Thou art 
a heretic and Lollard. Hollo — there!” 

The Friar stamped his foot - the door opened, but to his as- 
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tonishmcnt and dismay appeared, not the grim gaoler, but the 
Duchess ofBedford herself, preceded by Nicholas Alwyn. 

“ I told your Grace truly — sec Lady! ” cried the Goldsmith — 
“Vile impostor, where hast thou hidden this wise man’s daugh¬ 
ter?” 

The Friar turned his dull, bead-like, eyes \p vacant conster¬ 
nation , from Nicholas to Adam, from Adam to the Duchess. 

“Sir Friar,” said Jacquetta, mildly — for she wished to con¬ 
ciliate the rival seers— “what means this over-zealous violation 
of law? Is it true, as Master Alwyn admits, that thou hast sto¬ 
len away and scductcd this venerable Sage and his daughter— a 
maid 1 deemed worthy of a post in my own household?" 

“Daughter and Lady,” said the Friar, sullenly, “this ill 
faylor, 1 have reason to know, has been practising spell- for Lord 
Warwick and the enemy. I did hut summon him hither that my 
art might undo his charms ; and as for his daughter, it seemed 
more merciful to let her attend him, than to leave her lone and 
unfriended, specially,” added the Friar, with a grin — “since 
the poor Lord she hath witched is gone to the wars.” 

“It is true then, wretch, that thou or thy caitiffs have da: <1 to 
lay hands on a maiden of birth and blood!" exclaimed Alwyn. 
“Tremble!—sec, here, the warrant signed by the King, offer¬ 
ing a reward for thy detection, empowering me to give thee up to 
the laws. By St. Dunstuu ! hut for thy friar’s frock , thou shouldst 
hang.” 

“Tut — tut, Master Goldsmith!” said the Duchess, haugh¬ 
tily— “lower thy tone. This holy man is under my protection, 
and his fault was but over-zeal. What were this Sage’s devices and 
spells?” 

“Marry!” said the Friar, gruffly — “that is what your Grace 
just hindereth my knowing. But he ciinnot deny that he is a pesti¬ 
lent astrologer, and sends word to the rebels what hours are lucky 
or fatal for battle and assault.” 

“Ha!” said the Duchess, “he is an astrologer! true, and 
came nearer to the Alchemist’s truth than any Multiplier that ever 
served me. My owu astrologer is just dead — why died he at such 
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a time? Peace - peace! he there peace between two so learucu 
men ! Forgive thy brother. Master Warner! " 

Adain^iail iiitherto disdained all participation in this dialogue. 
In fact, he had returned to the Kurcka, and was silently exami¬ 
ning if.my loss of the vital parts had occurred in its melancholy dis¬ 
til* inberinent. IJnt now lie turned round, and said. “Lady, 
leave the lore of the stars to their great Maker. I forgive this man, 
and lliai’k your (iraee for your justice. I claim these poor frag¬ 
ments, and crave your leaxe to suirer me to depart xxith my device 
and my child.” 

“No no!" said the Duchess, seizing his hand. “Hist! 
whatever I.urd Warwick paid thee, I will double. No time now 
fo: Alchemy; li.nt for the Horoscope, it is the veriest season. I 
name :hee my special Asimlogrr! " 

“A'-cepl — accept!" whispered Alxvyn; “ fur your daughter's 
sake for your own — nay. for the Kureka's ! " 

Adam bowed his head, and groaned forth “Hut I go not 
bei. a — no, not a foot unless //>/.s goes with me. Cruel wretch, 
how he hath deformed it!" 

“And now," cried Alwyn, eagerly, “this wronged and un¬ 
happy maiden?” 

' In* it thine to release and bring her to our presence, 
good Alxvyn,” said the Duehcss; “she shall lodge with her father, 
and receive all honour. Follow me, .Master Warner!” 

No sooner, however, did the Friar perceive that Alwyn had 
gone in search of the gaoler, than he arrested the steps of the 
Duehcss, and said, with the air of a much-injured man — 

“May it please your (iraee to remember, that unless the great¬ 
er magician have all power, and aid in thwarting the lesser, the. 
lesser ran prevail; and therefore, if your (iraee finds, when too 
late, that Lord Warwick's or Lord Fitzhugh’s arms prosper — 
that woe and Jis-ster befall Ine King — say not it was the*faull of 
Friar Hungry! — such things may be! N’albeless I shall still 
sweat, and watch, and toil; and if, despite your unhappy favour 
and encouragement to this hostile sorcerer, the King should beat 
his enemies, why then, Friar Hungey is not so powerless as your 
Grace holds him. I have said — Porkry vrrbey! — Vfgilabo ct 
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conabo — el perspirabo — ct butigeraho — pro vos ct veslrgs, 
Amen! ” 

The Duchess was struck by this eloquent appeal; but-more ami 
more corninced of IIip dread science of Adam, by the evident ap¬ 
prehensions of the redoubted Bungcy, and firmly persuaded that 
she could bribe or induce the former to turn a science that would 
otherwise be hostile into salutary account, she contented herself 
with a few words of conciliation and compliment, and summoning 
the attendants who hail followed her, bade them take up the va¬ 
rious members of the Kureka, ffor Adam clearly demonstrated 
that he would not depart without them,) and conducted the Philo¬ 
sopher to a lofty chamber, fitted up for the defunct Astrologer. 

llitlicr, in a short time, Alvvvn hail the happiness of leading 
Sjluil, and witnessing the delighted reunion of the Child ami ra¬ 
ther. And then after he had learned the brief details of their ab¬ 
duction, lie related how, ballled in all attempt to trace their due, 
he had convinced himself that either the Duchess or Bumrey was 
the author of the snare , returned to the 'l ower , shown the King’s 
warrant, learned that an old man and a young female had indeed 
been admitted into the fortress., and hurried at once to the Duchess, 
who, surprised at his narration and complaint, and anxious to 
regain the services of Warner, had accompanied him at once to 
the Friar. 

“And though," added the Goldsmith, “I could indeed pro¬ 
cure you lodgings more welcome to ye elsewhere, jet it is well to 
win the friendship of the Duchess, and royalty is ever an ill foe. — 
llovv came ve to quit the palace?" 

Sybil) changed countenance, and her father answered gravely 
— “ We incurred the King's displeasure, and the excuse was the 
popular hatred of me and the Kureka.” 

“Heaven made the People, and the Devil makes tluee-fourths 
of what* is Popular!" bluntly said tne Man of the Middle Class, 
ever against both extremes. 

“And how?” asked Sybil! — “how, honoured and true, 
friend, didst thou obtain the King’s warrant, and learn the snare 
into which we had fallen?” 

This time it was Alvvyn who changed countenance, lie mused 
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a jnnment. and then frankly answering — “Thou must manic 
Lord Hastings.” gave the explanation already known to the reader. 

Hut ili-' grateful tears lliis relation railed forth from Sybitl — 
her rl.i'ped hands - her evident emotion of delight and love so 
pained poor Alwyn, that he rose abruptly, and took his leave. 

;\nd now, the, Kureka was a luxury as peremptorily forbid to 
the Astrologer, as it had been to the Alchemist! Again the True 
Science* was despised, and the False cultivated and honoured, 
t'ondcmiied to calculations. which no man ("however wise) in that 
age, held altogether delusive, and which jet Adam Warner stu¬ 
died with very qualified belief - it happened* by some of those 
coincidences, which have from time to time appeared to conlirm 
tlf credulous in judicial astrology , that Adam’s predictions be¬ 
came f-dlillcd. "Ihe Duchess was prepared for the first tidings - ■ 
that Kduard’s foes fled belbie him. Site was next prepared for 
(he very dvv in which Warwick landed, and then her respect for 
the \ -oh".’er became strangely mingled with suspicion and terror, 
wh. • he found that lie proceeded to foretell hut ominous and evil 
events; — ami when, at last, still in corroboration of the Unhappily 
too faithful horoscope, came the news of the King’s flight, and 
the Karl’s march upon London, sin* tied to Friar Hungry in dis¬ 
may ». nd l-'riat Hungry said — 

“ Did I not warn von , daughter? Had you suffered me to—” 
“True. — true!” interrupted the Duehess. “ \nu> take, 
ham, rack , drown, or burn your horrible rival ,* if you will, but 
undo the ch irm , and save us from the Karl!” 

The Fiiar - eyes twinkled, but to the first thought of spite and 
vengeance succeeded another; - - If he who had made the famous 
waxen elligies of the Karl of Warwick, were now to be found 
guilty of some atrocious and positive violence upon Master Adam 
Warner, might not the Karl be glad of so good an excuse to put an 
Cud to himself? — * . 

“ Daughti . ,” said the friar at that reflection , and shaking his 
bead mysteriously and sadly — “ daughter, it is too late.” 

The Duehess, in great despair, flew to the Oueen. Hitherto 
she had concealed from her royal daughter the employment she 
.bad given to Adam; for Elizabeth, who had, herself, suffered 
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from tlic popular belief in Jacquctla's sorceries , had of late earn¬ 
estly besought her to lay aside all practices that could be called into 
question. Now, however, when she. confessed to t-Ae agitated 
and distracted Queen the retaining of Adam Warner, and his fatal 
predictions, Elizabeth, who, front discretion and pride, had 
carefully hidden from her mother (too vehement to keep a secret) 
that offence in the King the memory of which had made Warner 
peculiarly obnoxious to him, exclaimed, “l.’nhappy mother, thou 
hast employed the very man my fated husband would the most 
carefully have banished from the palace — the very man who could 
blast bis name.” ' 

The Duchess was aghast and tbiniderstricken. 

“If ever I forsake Friar Hungry again ! ” she muttered - - “ on. 
Till-. CllhVT M \ \ ! " 

Hut events which demand a detailed recital now rapidly press¬ 
ing on, gave the duchess not even the time to seek further expla¬ 
nation of Elizabeth's words, much less to determine the doubt 
that rose in her enlightened mind whether Adam’s spells might not 
be yet unravelled by the timely execution of the sorcerer! 


IX. 


I'he deliberations of Xlayir and C.iiiincil. while l.ord Warwick marches 
t upon London. 

It was a clear and bright day in the. lirst week of October, 1170, 
when the various scouts employed by the mayor and council of 
London came back to the Guild, at which that worshipful corpora¬ 
tion were assembled - their steeds blownand jaded, themselves 
panting and breathless — to announce the rapid march of the Earl 
of Warwick. The lord mayor of that year, Kichard Lee, grocer 
and citizen , sat in the venerable hall in a huge leather chair, over 
which a pall of velvet hail been thrown in haste, clad in his robes 
of state, and surrounded by his aldermen and the magnates of 
the city. To the personal love which the greater part of the body 
bore to the young and courteous King, was added the terror which 
the corporation justly entertained of the Lancastrian faction. 
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They remembered (he dreadful esresses w Iiieh Margaret had per¬ 
mitted to her army in the year 1401 — what time, to use the ex¬ 
pression t\ r the old historian, “the wealth of London looked 
pafe; ” and Imw grudgingly she had been restrained from con¬ 
demning her revolted metropolis to the horrors of sack and pillage. 
And the hearing of thi? august representation of the trade and 
power of London was not, at the first, unworthy of the high in¬ 
fluence i> had obtained. The agitation and disorder of the hour 
had introduced into the assembly several of the more active, and 
accredited citizens, not of right belonging to it; hut they sat, lu 
silent discipline and order, on long henehes, beyond the table 
crowded by the corporate officers. Foremost among these, and 
remarkable by the firmness and intelligenec of his countenance, 
and th- earnest self-possession with which he, listened to his se¬ 
niors, was Nicholas Alwyu, summoned to the council from his 
great influence? with the apprentices and youuger freemen of 
the eitv 

V the last scout announced his news, and was gravely dis¬ 
missed. 

The Lord Mayor rose; and, being, pcrliaps, a better edu¬ 
cated man than many of the haughtiest barons, and having more 
at stake than most of thein, bis manner and language bad a dignity 
and earnestness which might have reflected honour on the higher 
court of Parliament. 

“Brethren and citizens,” he said, with the decided brevity of 
one who felt it no time for many words, “in two hours we shall 
hear the clarions of Lord Warwick at our gates; in two hours wc 
shall be summoned to give entrance to an army assembled in the 
name of King Henry. I have done my duty — I have manned the 
walls — 1 have marshalled what soldiers we can command. I have 
sent to the Deputy-Governor of the Tower-” 

“And wuat answer give*} he, my Lord Mayor? interrupted 
Humfrcy Heyf*»rd. . 

“ None to depend upon. Ob answers that Edward the Fourth, 
in abdicating the kingdom, has left him no power to resist; and 
that between force and force. King and King, Might makes 
Eight.” 
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A deep breath , like a groan, went tliinugli the assembly. 

Up ruse Master John Stoktou, the. mercer. lie rose, trem¬ 
bling i'rom limb to limb. 

v7 \ , 

“Worshipful, my Lord Mayor,” said he, “it seems to me 
that our first duly is to look to our own selves ! ” 

Despite the gravity of the emergence, # a laugh burst forth and 
was at once silenced, at this frank avowal. 

“Yes,” continued the mercer, turning round and. striking 
the table with his list, in the action of a nervous man — “ ves — 
for King Edward has set us the example. A.stout and a dauntless 
champion, whose, whole youth has been war, King Edward has 
fled from the. kingdom — King Edward takes care of himself— it 
is our duty to do the same ! ” 

Strange though it may seem, this homely selfishness went at 
once through the assembly , like a flash of eonvietioii. There was 
a hurst of applause, and as it reused, the sulleu explosion of a 
bombard (or cannon) from the. city wall, announced that the 
warder had caught the first glimpse of the approaching .n my. 

Master Stoklon started as if the shot had gone near to himself, 
and dropped at once into his seat, ejaculating, “The Lord have 
mercy upon us!” There was a pause of a moment, arm then 
several of the corporation rose simultaneously. The Major, pre¬ 
serving his dignity, iixed on the SlierilT. 

“Few words, my lord, and I have done,” said Richard (»ar- 
dyner — “there is no lighting without men. The troops at the 
Tower are not to be counted on. The populace are all with 
Lord Warwick, even though he brought the devil at bis back. 
If you hold out, look to rape and plunder, before sunset to¬ 
morrow. If ye yield, go forth in a body, and the Karl is not the 
man to suflcr one Englishman to be injured in life or health who 
once trusts to his good faith. My say is said.” 

“Worshipful, my Lord,” said alliin, cadaverous Alderman, 
who rose next — “This is a judgment of the Lord and his saints. 
The Lollards and heretics have befn too much suffered to run at 
large, and the wrath of Heaven is upon us.” 

An impatient murmuring attested the unwillingness of the lar¬ 
ger part of the audience to listen further; but an approving buzz 
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without it* favourers. Thus stimulated and encouraged, the ora¬ 
tor continued; and concluded an harangue, interrupted more 
stormily than all that had preceded, by an exhortation to leave the 
city to its fate, and to inarch in a body to the New Prison, draw 
fort 1 ' live suspected Lollard*, and burn them at Siuithficld, to 
appease the Almighty and divert the tempest ! 

J his subject of controversy , once started , might have delayed 
the audience till the ragged stave* of the Warvv ickcrs drove them 
forth from their hall, but for the sagacity ami promptitude of the 
Mayor. 

“ Jlrelhrenbe said, ‘‘it matters not to me, whether the 
cot. .--.el suggested be good or bad, on the main; but this have I 
heard, — there*is small safety iu'death-bed repentance. It is loo 
late, now to do through fear of the devil, what we omitted to do 
through z* al for the church. The sole question is, ‘ Fight or make 
term*. Ye say we lack men — verily, yes, while no leaders aie 
foui'd’ Walworth, miv predecessor, saved London from Mat 
Tybr. Men were wanting thru till the mayor and his fellow ci¬ 
tizens marched forth to Mile End. It may be the same now. 
Agree to light, and we ’ll try it — what say you, Nicholas 
Alwyn? you know the temper of our young men.” 

Thus called upon, Alwyn rose, and such was the good name 
he had already acquired, that every murmur hushed into eager 
silence. * 

“My Lord Mayor,” he said, “there is a proverb in my 
country, which says, ‘Fish swim best that’s bred in the sea;’ 
which means, I take it, that men do best what they arc trained 
for! Lord Warwick and his men arc trained for lighting. Few of 
tin* Gsti about London Bridge arc bred in t/ial sea ! Fry 4 London to 
the rescue" — put on hauberk and helm, and you will have 
crowns enough to crack arr.uud you. What follows? Master 
Stokton hath said it: pillage and rape for the city — gibbet and 
cord for Mayor and Aldermen. Do 1 say this, loving the house of 
Lancaster? No; ns Heaven shall judge me, I think that the policy 
King Edward hath choseu, and which costs him his crown to-day, 
ought to make the bouse of York dear to burgess and trader. JUe 



192 


liaf.4 sought to break up the iron rule of the great Barons — and 
never peace to Rngland till that be done. He lias failed ; but for a 
day. He lias yielded for the time; so must we. ‘ There’s a time 
lo squint, and a lime to look even.* I advise that we march out to 
the Karl — that vve make honourable terms for the city — that we 
take advantage of one faction to gain what we have not gained v.ith 
the other — that we light for our profit, not will 1 , swords where we 
shall be worsted, but in council and parliament, bj speech and 
petition. New power is ever gentle and donee. What matters to 
us York or Lancaster? all vve want is good laws, (let the best 
we can from Lancaster —-and when King Ldvvard returns, as re ¬ 
turn he will, let him bid higher than Henry for our love. Wor¬ 
shipful my lords and brethren, while barons and knaves go to 
loggnheads, honest men get (Heir own. Time grows under us 
like grass. York and Lancaster may pull down each other - and 
what is left? — Why, three things that thrive in ail weather — 
London, Imhjstkv, and the I'koi’Lk! We have fallen on a 
rough time. Well, what says the proverb? ‘ Boil stones in but¬ 
ler, ami you may sup the broth.’ I have done.” 

The characteristic harangue, which was fortunate cnousli to 
accord with the selfishness of each one, and vet give the manly 
excuse of sound sense and wise policy to all, was the more de¬ 
cisive in its effect inasmuch as the young Alwyn , from his known 
determined courage, and his avowed distaste to the Lancaster 
faction, had been expected to favour warlike counsels. The 
Mayor himself, who was faithfully and personally attached to 
Kdvvard, with a deep sigh, gave way to the feeliugof the assembly. 
And the resolution being once conic to, Henry Lee was the first to 
give it whatever advantage could i*c derived from prompt and 
speedy action. 

“(•owe forth at once,” said he — “go, as becomes us, in 
our robeg of state, aud with the insignia of the city. Never be it 
said that the guardians of the city of Londoh could neither defend 
with spirit, nor make terms with honour. We give entrance to 
Lord Warwick. Well, then, it must be our own free act. Come I 
Officers of our court, advance.” 

“Stay a bit — stay a bit,” whispered Stokton, digging sharp 
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flaws into Alwyn's arm — “ let them go first, — a word with you, 
•'milling Mirk — a word.” 

M.isie«*Stnkton, despite the iretnour of his nerves, was a man 
of «>urli wealth and substance, that Alwyn might well take the 
request. thus familiarly made, as a compliment not to he received 
dis. Tuirteously; u^oreover, he had his own reasons for hanging 
hack from a procession which his rank in the city did not require 
him to jAin. 

While, therefore, the mayor and the other dignitaries left the 
hall, with ns much stale and order as if not going to meet an in¬ 
vading army, hut to join a holiday festival, Nicholas and Sloktoii 
lingered behind. 

“Master Alwyn," said Stokton, then, with a sly wink of his 
eye, “you have this day done yourself great credit; you will rise, 
— 1 have my eye on you ! I have a daughter — I have a daughter! 
Alia ! a lad lito^i you may come to great tilings ! ” 

“ t mi much hounden to you. Master Stokton,” returned 
Ah ; . somewhat abstractedly — “hut what’s your will?” 

“My will! — hum, I say, Nicholas, what’s your advice? 
Quite right not to go to blows. Odds costards! that mayor is a 
wry tiger! ft ut don’t you think it would he wiser not to join this 
proc-''i nEdward the Fourth , an* he c\er come hack, has a 
long memory. He deals at my ware, too • - a good customer at a 
inerc<*i’s; and. Lord! how much money he owes the city! -- 
hum - I would not seem ungrateful.” * 

“Bui, if you go not out with the rest, there he other mercers 
who will have King Henry's countenance and favour; and it is 
easy to see that a new court will make vast consumption in 
mercery.” 

Master Stokton looked puzzled. 

“That were a hugeous pity, good Nicholas; and, certes, 
there is Wat Sir : th in Kastgatc, who would cheat that g »od King 
Henry, pour man! which were a shame to the city; hut, on the 
other hand, the Yorkists mostly pay on the nail, (eicepl King 
Edward, God save him!) and the Lancastrians are as poor as 
mice. Moreover, King Henry is a meek man, and does not 
avenge — King Edward a hot and a stern man, and may call it 
The fust of the Hnron*. II. 13 
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treason to go with the Red Rose! I wish I knew how to decide! 

I have a daughter — an only daughter — a buxom lass, and well 
dowered. I would I had a shnrp son-in-law to advise n/e ! ” 

“Master Sloklon , in one word, then — He never goes far 
wrong who can run with the hare and hunt with the hounds. Good 
day to you, f have business elsewhere.” ^ 

So saying, Nicholas, rather hastily, shook off the mercer’s 
quivering lingers, and hastened out of the hall. 

“Verily,” murmured the disconsolate Stokton, “run with 
the hare, quotha! — that is, go with King Kdward; but hunt 
with the hounds • - that is, go with King Henry. Odds costards ! 
it ’s not so easily done by a plain man, not bred in the North. 

I '«1 best go - home, and do nothing ! ” 

With that, musing and bewildered, the poor man sneaked 
out, and was soon lost amidst the murmuring, gathering, and 
swaying crowds , many amongst which were as much perplexed as 
himself. 

In the meanwhile, with his cloak muffled carefully round his 
face, and with a long, stealthy, gliding stride, Alwyn made his 
way through the streets, gained the river, entered a boat in 
wailing for him, and arrived at last at the I* .date of the Tower. 

X. 

The triumphal earn of Iho Karl - the Koval Kaplive in the Tower — 
the meeting between Kim;-maker ami King. 

Am. in the chambers of the Metropolitan Fortress exhibited the 
greatest confusion and dismay. The sentinels, it is true, were 
still at their posts, men-at-arms at the outworks, the bombards 
were loaded, the Hag of Kdward the Fourth still waved aloft from 
the battlements; but the officers of the fortress and the captains of 
its soldiery were, some assembled inThe old hall, pale with fear, 
and wrangling with each other — some had lied, none knpw 
whither—-some had gone avowedly and openly to join the invading 
army. 

Through this tumultuous and feeble force, Nicholas Alwyn 
was conducted by a single faithful servitor of the Queen’s (by 
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wjiom he was expected); and one glance of his quick eye, af he 
passed along, convinced him of the justice of his counsels, lie 
armed at*last, bv a long and winding stair, at one of the loftiest 
rliambcrs, in one of the loftiest towers, usually appropriated to 
the subordinate ollicers of the household. 

\nd there, standing by the open casement, commanding some 
extended view of the noisy and crowded scene beyond, both on 
stream and land, he saw the Queen of the fugitive monarch. By 
her side was lh n l.ady Scropc, her most familiar friend and rou- 
tidant - her three infant children, KUzaheth, Mary, and Cecily 
-- grouped round her knees, placing with each other, and un¬ 
ci o cions of die terrors of the limes; and apart from the rest stood 
I'. - Dmhess of Bedford, conferring eagerly with Friar Bungey, 
whom sin- had summoned in haste, to know if his art could not yet 
prexail - \er enemies merely mortal. 

The s.-n itfir announced Alwyn, and retired : the Queen turned 
— “ "'hat news. Master Alwyn? Quick! What tidings from 
tli. i rd Mayor?” 

“tiraeiotis my Queen and l.ady,” said Alwyn, falling on his 
knees — “you have hut one course to pursue. Below yon case¬ 
ment lies your barge to the right, sec the round grey tower of 
West, nnst.-r Sanctuary ; you have time yet, and but time! ” 

The old Duchess of Bedford turned tier sharp, bright, grey 
eye*-, from the pale and trembling Friar, to the Goldsmith, blit 
was v-ilont. The Queen stood aghast! — “Mean you,” she fal¬ 
tered at last, “that the City of London forsakes the King? — 
Shame on the cravens !” 

“Not cravens, my Lady and Queen,” said Alwyn, rising. 
“He must have iron nails that scratches a Bear and the White 
Bear above all. The King has fled - the Barons have fled - the 
soldiers have lied — the rtyitains have fled — the citizens of Lon¬ 
don alone fly n t; but there is nothing, save life and property, 
left to guard.” 

“Is this thy boasted influence with the commons, and youths 
of the city?” 

“My humble influence, may it please your Grace, (I say it 
now openly, and I will sav it a year hence, when King Edward 

13 ** 
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will hold his Court iu these halls once again) — my influence, 
such as it is, has been used to save lives, which resistance would 
waste in vain. Alack, alack! ‘No gaping against s:n oven,’ 
gracious Lady! Your barge is below — Again I say, there is 
ye.t lime — when the bell tolls the next hour, that time will be 
past!” 

“Then Jesu defend these children ! " said Elizabeth , bending 
over her infants, and weeping bitterly — “I will go!"' 

“Hold!” said the Duchess of Bedford, “men desert us - 
but do the spirits also forsake? — Speak, Friar! const thou yet 
do aught for us? — aud if uot, thinkest thou it is the t ight hour to 
yield and fly?" 

“Daughter,” said the Friar, whose terror might have moved 

pity—“ as 1 said before, thank yourself. This Warner, litis — 

in short, the leaser .Magician, hath heeit aided and cockered to 

countervail the greater, as i forewarned. Fly! run! fly! Verily 

and indeed, it is the properest of alt times to save uurscl\c»; and 

the Stars and the Book, and my Familiar, all call out — ‘ulTaml 
• * »* 
away! 

“ Tore heaven! ” exclaimed Alwyu, who had hitherto been 
dumb with astonishment at this singular interlude -- “silh lut who 
hath shipped the devil, must make the bo-t of him, thou art for 
once an honest man, and a x\i-»e counsellor. Jl.nk! the second 
gun! The Earl is at the gates of the city ! ” 

The Queen lingered no longer — she caught her youngest child 
in her arms; the Lady Scrope followed with the two others. 
“Come, follow quirk. Master Alwyu," said the Duchess, who, 
now that she w as compelled to abandon the world of prediction and 
soothsaying, became thoroughly the sagacious, plotting, ready 
woman of this life - - “Come, your face aud name will be of 
service to us , an we meet with obstruction.” 

Before Alwyu could reply, the door was thrown abruptly open, 
and several of the officers of the household rushed p£le-m£lc iuto 
the royal presence. 

“Gracious Queen!” cried many voices at once, each with a 
different sentence of fear and warning — “Fly! — We cannot 
depend ou the soldiers — the populace are up — they shout for 
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King Henry — Dr. Godard is preaching against you at St. ipful’s 
Eros$ — Sir Geoffrey Gales has come out of the Sanctuary, and 
with liitrmill the miscreants and outlaws — the Mayor is now with 
the rebels ! Fly ! — the Sanctuary - the Sanctuary!" 

'‘And who amongst you is of highest rank?” asked the Du¬ 
chies, calmly; for Elizabeth, completely overwhelmed, seemed 
incapable of «pe«* , h or movement. 

“I Giles de Malvoisin, Knight Banneret,” said an old war¬ 
rior. armed cap-a-pie, who had fought in France under the hero 
Talbot. 

“’Iheu, Sir,” said the Duchess, with majesty, “to your 
bands l confide the eldest daughter of your King. Lead on! — we 
’ , ow you. Eli/ahcih , lean on me.” 

With tliis ( supporting Elizabeth, and leading her second 
graiub luld, the Duehc.ss left the chamber. 

1 ; o ci iar.l'ollmvcd amul't the crowd, for well lie knew that if 
tie s timers oT Warwick once caught hold of him, he had fared 
.*>!•. u, .is happily as the fo* amidst the dogs; ami Alwyn, forgotten 
in 1 1 ■ general confusion , hastened to Adam’s chamber. 

'Hie old man. blessing any cause that induced his patroness to 
dispense with his astrological labours, and restored him to the care 
of bis Eureka, was calmly and quietly employed in repairing the 
mischief elfecled by llic'bungling Friar. And Sybil!, who at the 
first alarm bad flown to bis retreat, joyfully hailed the entrance of 
the friendly Goldsmith. • 

Alwyn was, indeed, perplexed what to advise, for the prin¬ 
cipal Sanctuary would, no doubt, be crowded by ruflians of the 
worst character; and the better Judgments which that place, a little 
town in itself, * contained, be already pre-ocrupied by the York¬ 
ists of rank ; and the smaller sanctuaries were still more liable to 
the same objection. Moreover* if Adam should be recognised by 
any of the 'abide that wouldameet them by the way, his fate, by the 
summary malice of a mob, was certain. After all, tTic Tower 
would be free from the populace; and as soon as, by a few rapid 
questions, Alwyn learned from Sybill that she had reason to hope 


The sanctuary of Westminster was fortified. 
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licr ather would find protection with Lord Warwick, and called to 
mind that Marmaduke Revile was necessarily in the Karl’s train, be 
advised them to remain quiet and concealed in their apartments, 
and promised to see and provide for them the moment "he Tower 
was yielded up to the new Government. 

The counsel suited both Sybill and Warner. Indeed , the Phi¬ 
losopher rould not very easily have been induced to separate him¬ 
self again from the beloved Eureka; and Sybill was more occupied 
at that hour with thoughts and prayers for the beloved Hastings,— 
afar— a wanderer and an exile, — than with the turbulent events 
amidst which her lot was cast. 

In the storms of a revolution which convulsed a kingdom and 
hurled to the dust a throne. Love saw but a single object— Science 
hut its tranquil toil. Ilcynml the realm of Men lies ever with its 
joy and sorrow, its vicissitude and change, 1 lie Domain of the 
Human Heart. In the Revolution, the toy of the Scholar was 
restored to him; in (he Revolution, the Maiden mourned her 
I.over: In the movement of the mass, caeh unit hath its -cp.n-ate 
passion. The blast that rocks the tree shakes a dill'cient wml.l in 
every leaf! 


XI. 


The Tower in commotion. 


On quitting the Tower, Alwyn regained the boat, and look his 
way to the city ; and here, whatever credit that worthy and excel¬ 
lent personage may lose in certain eyes, his Historian is hound to 
confess that his anxiety for Sybill jlid not entirely distract his atten¬ 
tion from interest or ambition. To become the head of his class, 
to rise to the first honours of his beloved city of London, had be¬ 
come to Nicholas Alwyn a hope and aspiration which made as 
much a part of his being as glory to a warrior, power to a king, 
immortality to a poet, an Eureka to a scholar; and , though more 
mechanically than with any sordid calculation ur self-seeking, Ni¬ 
cholas Alwyn repaired to his Ware in the Chepe. The streets, 
when he landed, already presented a different appearance from the 
disorder and tumult noticeable when he had before passed them. 
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The citizens now had decided what course to adopt; and'lliougfr the 
simps, or rather booths, were carefully closed, streamers of?ilk, 
doth of arras and gold, were hung from the upper casemcuts; the 
balconies*were crowded with holiday gazers; the fickle populace 
(the same herd that had hooted the. meek Henry, when led to the 
Toyerj were now shouting, “A Warwick!” “A Clarence!” and 
pouring throng niter throng, to gaze upon the army, which, with 
the major and nldetmen, had already entered the city. Having 
seen to the security of his costly goods, and praised his apprentices 
duly for tiieir care of his interests, and their abstinence from 
joining the crowd, Nicholas then repaired to the upper story of his 
Ionise, and set foitli from his easements and balcony the richest 
s Vs he possessed. However, there was his own shrewd, sur- 
caMic smile, .on his lirm lips, as he said to his apprentices, 
*■ When these are done with, lay them carefully by against Kdvvard 
of > mi !,’ ir enliy ! ” 

M.\w.while, preceded by trumpets , drums, and heralds, the 
T..n - i Warwiik ami his royal son-in-law rode into the shouting 
rny. Heliind came the litter of the Duchess of Clarence, attended 
by the Karl of Oxford, Lord Kit/liugh, the Lords Stanley and 
Shrewsbury, Sir Robert de Lylton, and a princely cortege of 
Knights, squires, and nobles; while, lile upon file, rank upon 
rank , mliowed the long march of the unresisted armament. 

Warwick, clad in complete armour of Milan steel —save the 
helmet, xxInch was borne behind him by bis squire, — mounted 
on bis own noble Saladin, preserved upon a countenance so well 
suited to eoinniaml (be admiration of a populace, the same cha¬ 
racter as heretofore, of manly majesty and lofty frankness. Rut 
to a nearer and more searching gaze (hart was likely to be bent upon 
him in such an hour, the dark deep traces of care, anxiety, and 
passiun might have been detected in the lines which now thickly 
intersected the forehead, ojp:e so smooth and furrowlcss; and his 
kingly eye, run looking, as of old, right forward as be moved, 
cast unquiet, searching glances about him and around, as he bowed 
his bare head from side to side of the welcoming thousands. 

A far greater change, to outward appearance, xyas visible in 
the fair young face of the Duke of Clarence. His complexion. 
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ustylly sanguine and blooming, like his elder brother’s, was now 
little* less pale than that of Richard. A sullen, moody, discon,- 
tented expression, which not all the heartiness of ihc greetings he 
received could dispel, contrasted forcibly with the good-hhntourcd, 
laughing recklessness, which had once drawn a “God bless him ! ’ 
from all on whom rested his light-blue joyous eye. He was un¬ 
armed, save by a corslet richly embossed with hold, llis short 
manteliue of crimson velvet, his hosen of white doth laced with 
gold, and his low horsemen’s boots of Spanish leather curiously 
caned and broidered, with long golden spurs, his plumed and 
jewelled cap, his white charger with housings enriched with pearls 
and blazing with cloth of gold, bis broad collar of precious stones, 
with the order of St. George; his general’s truncheon raised aloft, 
and his Planlngcncl banner borne by the herald over his royal head, 
caught the eyes of the crowd, only the, more to rivet them on an 
aspect ill fitting the triumph of a bloodless victory. At his left 
hand, where the breadth of the streets permitted, rode Henry 
Lee, the Mayor, uttering no word, unless appealed to, and 
then answering but with chilling reverence and dry monosyl¬ 
lables. 

A narrow winding in the streets, which left Warwi-k and 
Clarence alone side by side, ga\c the former the opportunity be 
bad desired. 

“How, Prince and son,” lie said in a hollow'whisper— “is 
it with this brow,,of care that thou saddenest our conquest, and 
eulcrest the capital we gain without a blow?” 

“By St. George!” answered Clarence, sullenly, and in the 
same tone; “ fhinke-t thou it chafes not the son of Richard of 
York , after such toils and bloodshed, to minister to the dethrone¬ 
ment of his kin and the restoration of the foe of his race?” 

“Thou shouldst have thought of that before,” returned War¬ 
wick, bu$ with sadness and pity in the reproach. 

“Ay, before lulward of Lancaster was made my Lord and bro¬ 
ther,” retorted Clarence, bitterly. 

“Hush!” said the Karl, “and calm thy brow. Not thus didst 
thou speak at Amboise; cither thou wert then less frank, or more 
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generous. But regrets arc vain: we have raised the wliirlwi|id, 
and must rule it.” 

And with that, in the action of a man who would escape his own 
thoughts, Warwick made his black steed dcmivoltc; and the crowd 
shouted again the louder, at the Earl’s gallant horsemanship, and 
Clarence’s dazzling collar of jewels. 

A'hile thus tluwproeession of the victors, the nominal object of 
all this mighty and sudden revolution — of this stir and uproar — 
of these shining arms and Haunting banners — of this heaven or 
hell iu the deep passions of men — still remained iu his prison 
chamber of the Tower, a true type of the thing factions contend 
fur; absent, insignificant, unheeded, and, sax e by a fexv of the 
lea ■ "S and fanatical priests, absolutely forgotten! 

To this .solitary chamber, we are now transported ; yet solitary 
fs a word of doubtful propriety — for though the royal caplixe was 
alone. .; far as the human species make up a man’s companion¬ 
ship ml »ol.ic<>—though the faithful gentlemen, Manning, Itedlc 
and \;!erti>n, had, on the news of Warwick’s landing, been 
thrust r. m his chamber, and were now in the ranks of his new and 
strange defenders, yet power and jealousy had not left his enplixily 
all for-aken. There was still the starling in its rage, and the fat, 
asthmatic, spaniel still wagged its tail at the sound of its master’s 
voice, oi the rustle of his long gown. And still from the ixory 
crucdix gleamed the sad and holy face of the God — present alway 
— aud who, by faith and patience, liuketh exgrmorc Grief to 
Joy, — hut Earth to Heaven. 

The August Prisoner had not been so utterly cut o(T from all 
knowledge of the outer life as to be ignorant of sqmc unwonted and 
important stir in the Fortress and the Gity. The Squire who had 
brouscht him his morning meal had been so agitated as to excite (lie 
captixe attention, and had then owned that the Earl of Warwick 
had prodauned Henry, Kinjf, and was on his march to London. 
But neithet liv* require nor any of the officers of the Toxvtr dared 
release the illu-lrinus Captive, m>r oxen rernoxc him as yet to the 
state apartments vacated i»y Elizabeth. They knew not what might 
be the pleasure of the stout Earl or the Duke of Clarence, and 
feared over-olficiousness might be tbeir worst crime. But natu- 
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rally imagining that Henry’s first command, at the new position of 
things, might be for liberty, and perplexed whether to yield or re¬ 
fuse, they absented themselves from his summons, and left the 
whole Tower in which he was placed actually deserted. 

From his casement the King could sec, however, the com¬ 
motion, and the crowds upon the wharf and river, with the 
gleam of arms and banners; — and hear the stands of “A War¬ 
wick!” “A Clarence! ” “Long live good Henry the Sixth ! ” A 
strange combination of names , which disturbed and amazed him 
much! But by degrees, the unwonted excitement of perplexity 
and surprise settled back into the calm serenity of his most gentle 
mind and temper. That trust in an all-directing Providence, to 
which he had schooled himself, had, (if we may so say with re¬ 
verence,) driven his beautiful soul into the opposite error, so fatal 
to the all'airs of life; the error that deadens and benumbs the 
energy of free will and the noble alertness of active duly. Why 
strain and strive for the things of this world? God would order all 
for the best. Alas, God hath placed us in this world, each, 
from king to peasant, with nerves, and hearts, and ldood, and 
passions, to struggle with our kind; and, no matter how heavenly 
the goat, to labour with the milling in the race! 

“Forsooth,” murmured the King, as, his hands clasped 
behind him, he paced slowly to and fro the floor, “this ill world 
seemeth but a feather, blown about be the winds, and never to be 
at rest. Hark! Warwick and Ring Ilenrv — the lion and the lamb! 
Alack, ami we u are fallen on no Paradise, where such union w r cte 
not a miracle! Foolish bird ! ” — and with a pitying smile upon 
that face whose holy sweetness might have disarmed a liend, he 
paused before the cage and eontemplajed his fellow-captive — 
“Foolish bird, the uneasiness and turmoil without have reached 
even to thee. Thou heatest thy wings against the wires — thou 
turnest thy bright ejes to mine restlessly. Why? Paniest thou to 
be free; silly one, that the hawk May swoop on it*, defenceless 
prey? Better, perhaps, the cage for thee, and the prison for thy 
master. Well - out if thou wilt! Here at least itum art safe!” 
and opening the cage the starling flew to his bosom, and nestled 
there, With its small, clear voire mimicking the human sound — 
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“ Poor Henry — poor Henry! Wicked men — poor Hen^ ! ” 

The King bowed his meek head over his favourite, and the fat 
spaniel, jealous of the monopolized caress, came waddling to¬ 
wards its master, with a fond whine, and looked np at him with 
eyes that expressed more of faith and love than Kdward of York, 
tlie»evor wooing and ever wooed, had read in the gaze of woman. 

With those companions, and with thoughts growing more and 
more composed and rapt from all that had roused and vexed his 
interest in the forenoon, Henry remained till the hour had long 
passed for his evening meal. Surprised at last hv a negligence 
which ft" do his gaolers justice) had never before occurred, and 
ti ng no response to his hand-hell — no attendant in tire ante¬ 
room — the outer doors locked as usual - hut the sentinel s tread 
in the court below, hushed and still, a cold thrill fora moment 
shot |l.< .igh his blood. ‘Was lie left for hunger to do its silent 
toiM' Slowly he bent his way from the outer rooms hark to his 
elm: ocr; and, as he passed the casement again he heard, though 
fa i ii '.lie distance, through t lie dim air of the deepening Iw ilight, 
the cry of “ Long live King Henry ! ” 

This devotion without — this neglect, within, was a wondrous 
contrast! Meanwhile the spaniel, with that instinct of fidelity 
which divines the wants oflhe master, had moved , simtllingand 
smelling, round and round the. chambers, till it stopped and 
scratched at a cupboard in the anteroom, and Uien with a joyful 
bark flow hack to the King, and taking the hem of his gown 
lietween its teeth, led him towards the spot it had discovered; 
and there, in truth, a few of those small cakes, usually served 
up for the night's livery, had he»*n carelessly left. They sufficed 
for the day’s food, and the King, the dog, and the starling, 
shared them peacefully together. This done, Henry carefully re¬ 
placed id- bird in its cage, hade the dog creep to the hearth and 
lie still: p>-ed on to his little oratory, with the relict* of cross 
and saint -.newcd around the. solemn Image, — and in prayer 
forgot the world! Meanwhile darkness set in : the streets had 
grown deserted , save where in some nooks and bv-lancs gathered 
groups of the soldiery; but for the most part, the discipline la 
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whi^h Warwick held his army, had dismissed those stern loiterers 
to the various quarters provided for them, and little remained to 
remind the peaceful citizens that a throne had been uprooted, and 
a revolution consummated, that eventful day. It was at thi$ 
time that a tall man, closely wrapped in his large horseman’s 
cloak, passed alone through the streets, and gained the To»yer. 
At the sound of his voice l»y the great gate, life sentinel started 
in alarm; a few moments more, and all left to guard the for¬ 
tress were gathered round him. From these he singled out one of 
the squires who usually attended Henry, and bade him light his 
steps to the King's chamber. As in that chamber Henry rose from 
his knees, he saw the broad red light of a torch flickering under 
the ehinks of the threshold ; lie heard the slow tread of approaching 
footsteps, the spaniel uttered a low growl, its ejos sparkling,— 
the door opened, and the torch borne behind by the. squire, and 
raised aloft so that its glare threw a broad light 03 er the whole 
chamber, brought into full view the dark and haughty countenance 
of the Karl of Warw ick. 

The squire , at a gesture from the Karl, lighted the sconces on 
the wall, the tapers on the table, and quickly vanished. King¬ 
maker and King were alone! At the first sight of Warw ick, Henry 
had turned pale, and receded a few paces, with one hand uplifted 
in adjuration or command, while with the other he veiled his 
eyes — whether that this startled movement came from the weak¬ 
ness of bodily rw'rvcs, much shattered by sickness and confine¬ 
ment, or from the sudden emotions called forth by the aspect of 
one who had wrought him calamities so dire. Hut the craven’s 
terror in the presence of a living foe was, with all his meekness, 
all his hnly abhorrence of wrath and warfare, as unknown to 
that royal heart as to the high blood of his Ilero-sirc. And so, 
after a brief pause, and a thought that took the shape of prayer, 
not for safety from peril, but for grae to forgive the past, Henry 
the Sixth advanced to Warwick, w ho still stood dumb hj the thresh¬ 
old, combating with his own mingled and turbulent emotions of 
pride and shame, and said, in a voice majestic even from its very 
mildness — 

“What laic of new woe and evil hath the Earl of Salisbury and 
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Warwick come to announce to the poor Captive who was oneb a 
King?" 

“ Fnr^ve me! Forgiveness, Henry, my Lord — Forgiveness! ” 
exclaimed Warwick, falling on his knee. The meek reproach ~ 
the touching words — the mien and visage altered, since last 
beheld, from manhood into age — the grey hairs and bended form 
of the Ring, wen? at once to that proud heart; and as tlic-Earl 
bent over the wan, thin hand, resigned to his lips, a tear upon 
its surface outspr.rkled all the jewels that it wore. 

“Yet no," continued the Karl, (impatient, as proud men 
are, to Irirrv from repentance to atonenu ul. fm the one is of liu- 
mi 1 r'ion and the other of pride,) - - ‘ yet no, my Liege — not 
no.; do I crave thy pardon. No; but wlien begirt, in the halls of 
thine aiieestors* with the. peers of Kiigl.ind , the \ietoriotis banner 
oTSt. C.i’.o-ge waxing above the throne which thy sen ant hath re¬ 
built - then .•when the trumpets arc sounding thy rights with¬ 
out I')” 'iiswer’of a foe — then, when from shore to shore of fair 
Lug! i d the shout of thy people echoes to thevault of heaven— 
f/irn , will Warwick kneel again to King Henry, and sue lor the. 
pardon he hath not ignobly won!” 

“Alack, Sir,” s.tid the King, with accents of mournful, yet 
half-re; ! nil. • kindness, “it was not amidst trumps ami banners 
that the Son of God set mankind the exemplar and pattern of 
eliari'y to foes. When thy hand struck the spurs from my heel — 
wher thou didst parade me through the hootii/^ crowd to this 
solitary cell, thm , Warwick, I forgave thee, and prayed to 
Heaven for pardon for thrr , if thou didst wrong me for viysrlf 
if a King's fault had deserved a subject's harshness. Rise, Sir 
Karl; our (iod is a jealous God, and the attitude, of worship is for 
Him alone.” 

W:\iwiei, rose from his knee; and the King, perceiving and 
cnmpnsMi,i,.iri! g 'he slniggle*vhir,h shook the strong man's breast, 
laid his hand • n the Karl’s shoulder, and said — “Peace be with 
thee! - thou hast done me no real harm. I have been as happy 
in these walls as in the green parks of Windsor; happier than in 
the halls of state, ur in the midst of wrangling armies. What 
tidings now?” 
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“My Liege, is it possible that you know not (li.il Edward i? a 
fugitive and a beggar, and that Heaven hath permitted me to 
avenge at once your injuries and iny own. This day 1 , without a 
blow, I have regained your City of London; its streets are manned 
with my army. From the council of peers, and warriors, and 
prelates, assembled at my house, I have stolen hither alone and 
in secret, that I might be the first to hail your Grace's restoration 
fo the throne o( Henry the Fifth! ” 

The King’s face so little changed at this intelligence, that its' 
calm sadness almost enraged the impetuous Warwick , and with 
diflicully he restrained from giving utterance to the thought — ‘lie 
is not worthy of a throne who cares so little to possess it.’ 

“Well-a-dav!” said Henry, sighing — “Heaven, then, 
hath sore trials yet in store tor mine old age! Tray — Tray ! ” and 
stooping, he gently palled his dog, who kept watch at his feet, 
still glaring suspiciously at Warwick — “ We arc both too old for 
the chase now! — Will you he seated, my Lord?” 

“Trust me,” said the Karl, as lie obeyed the command, 
having tirsl set chair and footstool for the King, vs ho listened to 
him with downcast eyes and his head drooping on his b>soin — 
“trust me, your later days, my Liege, ixill be free from the 
storms of your youth. All chance of Edward's hostility is expired. 
Your alliance, though I seem boastful so to speak — your alliance 
with one in xvhopi the people can confide for some skill in war, and 
some more profound experience of the habits and tempers of your 
subjects than your former councillors could possess, will leave 
jour honoured leisure free for the holy meditations it affects; and 
your glory, as your safety, shall be the care of men who can awe 
this rebellious world.” 

“Alliance! ” said the King, who had caught but that one word. 
“Of what speakest thou, Sir Earl?”, 

“These inissivcs.will explain all, itty Liege. This letter from 
my Lady the Queen Margaret, and this from your gracious Son, 
the Prince of Wales.” 

“Edward! my Edward!” exclaimed the King, with a father's 
hurst of emotion. “Thou hast seen him, then?— bears he his 
health well? — is he of cheer and heart?” 
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, “lie i«i strong <ind fair, and full of promise, and brave as*his 
grand*ire's sword.” 

“ AmPknows he — knows he well, that we all ore the potter’s 
elav in the It,mils of <iod?” 

“ My l.iege,” said Warwick, embarrassed, “he has as much 
devotion a- hclits*i Christian knight and a goodly prince." 

“Ah!” sighed the King, “je men of arms have strange 
thoughts on these matters;” and cutting the silk of the letters, he 
turned front the Warrior. Shading his face with his hand, the 
Karl darted hi* keen glance on the features of the King, as, 
drawing near to the table, the latter read the eomimiiiie.atinns 
w! .. o announced his new connexion with his ancient l'oc. 

Hot Henry .was at first so affected l>v tin* sight of .Margaret’s 
well-known hand , that he thrice put down her letter, and wiped 
the no i-t"ire from his eyes. 

• H>. poor Margaret, how thou hast suffered ! ” lie oiurmuied; 
“the tery eharaeters are less firm and hold than they were. 
Well well! ” ami at last he betook himself resolutely to tin: task: 
Onee or twice hi* countenance changed, and he uttered an ex¬ 
clamation of surprise. Itnl the proposition of a marriage betw een 
Prime Fdvord and the l.ady Anne did not revolt his forgiving 
mind , as it nail the haughty and stern temper of his consort. Ami 
when he had concluded his son’s epistle, full of the ardour of his 
love and the spirit of his youth, the King passed jjis left hand over 
his brow, and then extending his right to Warwick, said, in ac¬ 
cents which trembled with emotion — “Serve my son — since he 
is tuine , too; —give peace to this distracted kingdom — repair 
my errors — press not hard upon those who contend against us, 
nid Jcsu and his Saints will bless this bond!" 

The Karl's object, perhaps, in seeking a meeting with Henry, 
so private .;..d unwitnessed,«hnd been, that none, not even his 
brother, migH hearken to the reproaches he anticipated to’receive, 
or *av hereafter that he heard Warwick, returned as Victor and 
Avenger to his native land, descend, in the hour of triumph, to 
extenuation and excuse. So affronted, imperilled, or to use his 
ow n strong word, “ so despaired, ” had he been in the former rule 
of Henry, that his'intellect, which, however vigorous in.bis 
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calmer moods, was liable lo be obscured and dulled by bis 
passions, had half-confoundcd (he gentle King with his ferocious 
wife and stern councillors, and he had IhoughL he lexer could 
have humbled himself to the man , cxen so far as Knighthood’s 
submission to Margaret’s sex had allowed him to the woman. lint 
the sweetness of Henry’s manners and disposing — the saint-like 
dignity which he had manifested throughout this painful inlcnicw, 
and the touching grace and trustful generosity of bis last words — 
words which consummated the Karl’s large, projects of ambition 
and revenge, had that effect upon Warwick which the preaching 
of some holy man, dwelling upon the patient sanctity of the Sa¬ 
viour, had of old on a grim Crusader, all incapable himself of 
practising such meek excellence, arid yet all-moxcd and pene¬ 
trated by its lowliness in another; and, like such Crusader, the. 
representation of all mildest and most forgiving, singulailv 
stirred up in the Warrior’s mind images precisely the reverse — 
images of armed valour and stern \indication, as if whcrc*lhe 
Cross was planted, sprang from the earth the Standard and the 
War-horse! 

“l’erish your foes! May war and storm scatter thru', as the 
chaff!--* My.Liege, my royal master,” continued the Earl, in a 
deep, low, faltering voice. “Why knew I not thy holy and 
princely heart before? Why stood so many between Warwick’s 
devotion and a King so worthy to command it? How poor, beside 
thy great-hearted fortitude and thy Christian heroism, seems the 
savage valour of false Edward ! Shame upon one who can betray 
__ the trust thou hast placed in him. Never will I! — Never! 1 swear 
it! No! though all England desert thee, I will stand alouc 
with my breast of mail before thy throne! Oh, would that my 
triumph had.been less peaceful and less bloodless! — would that 
a hundred battle-fields were yet left to prove how deeply — 
deeply in his heart of hearts — Warwick feels the forgiveness of 
his King! ” 

“ Not so — not so — not so — not battle-Jields , Warwick ! ” 
said Ucnry. “Ask not to serve the King by shedding one subject’s 
blood.” 

"Yourpious will be obeyed!” replied Warwick. “We will 
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see if mercy can effect in others what thy pardon effects inAne. 
A*nd now, my Liege, no longer must these walls confine thee. 
Tin* chambers of the palace await their Sovereign. What ho, 
there! ” — and going to the. door, he threw it open, and agreeably 
to the orders he had given below', all the officers left in the fortress 
Mind crowded together in the small anteroom, bareheaded, wi|jh 
tapers in their lunuls, to conduct the Monarch to the halls of his 
conquered foe. 

At the sudden .-ight of the Earl, these men, struck imolun- 
taiily and at once hy the grandeur of his person and his animated 
aspect, hurst forth with the rude retainer’s cry, “A Warwick! 
a v ’ >rwirk! ” 

“Silence!” thundered the Earl’s deep voice. “Who names 
the Sulijei l in the Sovereign’s presence? Behold your King! ” 

The '.oen, abashed hy the reproof, bowed their heads and sank 
on their Knees, as Warwick took a taper from the table, to lead 
tliew ”. from ihb prison. • 

:. n Henry turned slow ly, and gazed with a lingering eye upon 
the w.dis, which even sorrow and solitude had endeared. The 
little, oratory — the crucifix — the relics — the embers burning low 
on the hearth — the rude lime-piece — all took to his thoughtful 
eye an “.'in-. ! human aspect of melancholy and omen; and the 
bird, roused, whether hy the glare of the tights, or the recent 
shou* of the men, opened its bright eyes, and fluttering restlessly 
to an 1 fro. shrilled out its favourite sentence — “ Poor Henry! — 
poor Henry! — wicked men! — who would be a King? ” 

“Thou hearest it, Warwick?” said Henry, shaking his 
head. 

“Could an eagle speak, it would have another cry from the 
starling ,” returned the Earl, with a proud smile. 

“Why. look you,” said the King, once more releasing the 
bird, which settled on his wriSt, “the eagle had broken hj,s heart 
in the narrow cage — the eagle had been no comforter for a captive; 
it is the-e gentler ones that lore and soothe us best in our adver¬ 
sities. Tray, Tray, fawn not now, sirrah, or I shall think thou 
hast been false in thy fondness heretofore! Cousin, I attend 
you.” 

• 'I'hv lust of the Burons. It. 14 
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And with his bird on his wrist, his dog at his heels, Henry 
the Sixth followed the Karl to the illuminated hall of Edward, 
where the table was spread for the royal repast, and where his old 
friends, Manning, Bedlc, andAllerton, stood weeping for joy; 
while from the gallery raised aloft, the musicians gave forth the 
r0ugh and stirring melody which had gradually fallen out of usage, 
but which was once the Norman's national aii*, and which the 
warlike Margaret of Anjou had re-taught to her minstrels — 
“Tiik Battle Hymn ok Rollo.” 
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ROOK XI. 


THE Ni:V POSITION OF THE KING-MAKER. 


W herein M.inIit Aalnin Warner is notably commended amt advaneed — 
cl greatness sa>s to wisdom, “Thy destiny be mine, amen.” 

Thk Lhrnnitles inform us, that two or three days after Ums 
entrance •>" Warwick and Clarence — viz., on the filh of October — 
those tv. a lejdeps, accompanied by the Lords Shrewsbury, Stanley, 
and a i.iunerous and noble train , visited the Tower in formal state, 
and cMoited the King, robed in bine velvet, the crown on bis 
bead, to public thanksgivings at St. Paul's, and thence to the 
Bishop’s Palace, * where he continued chiefly to reside. 

The proclamation that announced the change of dynasty was 
rerei\,- t ; with apparent acquiescence through the length and 
breadth of the kingdom, and the restoration of the Lancastrian 
line seemed yet the more firm and solid by the magnanimous for- 
bcara.icc of Warwick and his councils. Not one execution that 
could be termed the act of a private revenge, stained with blood 
the second reign of the peaceful Henry. One only head fell on the 
scaffold — that of the Earl of Worcester. ** This solitary execution, 

• Not to the Palace at Westminster, as some historians, preferring 
the French to the English authorities, have asserted. 'Ihat Palace was 
out of repair. 

** Lord Warwick himself did*not sit in judgment on Worcester. He 
was tried and condemned by Lord Oxford. Though .some old oflenres 
in his Irish Government were, alleged against him, the cruellies which 
rendered him .so odious were of recent dale, lie had ''as we before took 
occasion to relate) impaled twenty persons after Warwick’s flight into 
France. The Workworth Chronicle says, “he was ever alterwardes 
greatly hehated among the people for this tliturtlyiutte <<<the that bo 
used, contrary to the laws of the lande.” 

1!A J 
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w htah was regarded by all classes as a due concession to justice —• 
only yet more illustrated the general mildness of the new rule. 

It was in the earliest days of this sudden Restoration, (hat 
Alwyn found the occasion to serve his friends in the Tower. War¬ 
wick was eager to conciliate all the citizens, who, whether frankly 
or grudgingly, had supported his cause; and, (rmongsl thestf, he 
was soon informed of the part taken in the Guildhall by the rising 
’ goldsmith. He sent for Alwyn to his house in Warwick-lane, and 
after complimenting him on his advance in life and repute, since 
Nicholas had waited on him with baubles for his embassy to France, 
be offered him the special rank of goldsmith to the King. 

The wary, yet honest, trader paused a moment in some em¬ 
barrassment before he answered — 

‘•'My good lord, you are noble and gracious enow to under¬ 
stand aud forgive me when I say that I have had, in the upstart of 
my fortunes, the countenance of the late King Edward and his 
Queen; and though the public weal made me advise my fellow- 
citizens not to resist your entry, I would not, al least, have it said 
that my desertion had bcuctitcd my private fortunes.” 

Warwick coloured, and his lip curled. “Tush, man, assume 
not virtues which exist not amongst the sons of trade, nor, much f 
trow, amongst the sous of Adam. 1 read thy mind. Thou thiukest 
it unsafe openly to commit thyself to the New State. Fear not — 
we arc firm.” 1 

“Nay, my Lord,” returned Alwyn, “it is not so. But there 
are many better citizens than i, who remember that the Yorkists 
were ever friends to commerce. And you will find that only by 
great tcndornes> to our crafts you can win the heart of London,- 
though you have passed its gates.” 

“I shall be just to all men,” answered the Earl, drily; “but if 
the flat* caps are false, there arc enow of bonnets of steel to watch 
ot or the Red Rose! ” 

“You are said, my Lord,” returned Alwyn, bluntly, “to 
love the Barons, the Knights, the Gentry, the Yeomen, aud the 
Peasants, but to despise the Traders — I fear me, that report in 
this is true." 
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, “I love not the trader spirit, man —the spirit that cheats,'and 
cringes, and haggles, and splits straws for pence, and roasts eggs 
by other nsen’s blazing rafters. Edward of York, forsooth, was a 
great trader! It was a sorry hour for England, when such as ye, 
Nick Alwyn, left your greca villages for loom and booth. But thus 
far Have I spoke* to you as a brave fellow, ami of the North 
country. I have no time to waste on words. Wilt thou accept 
mine offer, or name another boon, in my power? The man who 
hath served me, wrongs me — till I have served him again ! ” 

“My Lord, yes; I will name such a boon;—safety, and, if 
you will, some grace and honour, to a learned scholar now in the 
Tower — one Adam Warner, whom —” 

“Now in the Tower! Adam Warner! And wanting a friend, 
I no more no exile! That is my affair, not thine. Grace, honour — 
ay, to his heart’s content. And his noble daughter? Mort Dieu! 
she she!! choosfc her bridegroom among the best of England. Is 
she, u , in the fortress?" 

“Yes," said Alwyn, briclly, not liking the last part of the 
Earl’s speech. 

The Karl rang the bell on his table. “ Send hither Sir Marma- 
dukc N< ; c.” 

Alwyn saw his former rival enter, and heard the Earl com¬ 
mission him to accompany, with a filling train, his own litter to 
the Tower. “And you, Alwyn, £o with your foster-brother, and 
pray Master Warner and his daughter to be my guests for their own 
pleasure, C.mne hither, my rude Northman — come. 1 see I shall 
have many secret foes in this city — wilt not thou at least be War¬ 
wick - '' open friend?” 

The charm of the Earl’s manner and voice, Alwyn found it hard 
to resist, but. convinced in his own mind that the age was against 
the Earl, and th..» ti 'inmerce a. 4 dl .•union would he little advantaged 
l»y his rule, the .tailing spirit prevailed in his breast. 

“Graeiotts my Lord,” he said, bending his knee in no servile 
hontmage — “he who befriends my order, commands me.” 

The proud Noble bit his lip, and with a silent waive of his hand, 
dismissed the foster-brothers. 

“Thou art but a churl at best, Nick,’’ said Marmadukc, as 
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the door closed on the young men. “ Many a Baron would have sold 
bis father’s hall for such words from the Karl’s lip.” 

“Let Barons sell their free conduct for fair words. Ikcep my¬ 
self unshackled, to join that cause which best Alls the market, and 
ordains the law. But tell me, 1 pray thee, Sir Knight, what makes 
Warner and his daughter so dear to your lord?”** 

“What! know you not? — and has she not told you, —Ah — 
what was 1 about to say? ” 

“Can there be a secret between the Earl and the scholar?” 
asked Alwyn , in wonder. 

“ If there be, it is our place to respect it,” returned the Nevile, 
adjusting his mantcline — “and now we must command the 
litter.” > 

In spite of all the more urgent and harassing affairs that 
pressed upon him, the Earl found an early time to attend to his 
guests. His welcome to Sybill was more than courteous — it was 
paternal. As she approached him, timidly, and with a downcast 
eye, he advanced, placed his hand upon her head — 

“The Holy Mother ever have lh$e in her charge, child! — This 
is a father’s kiss, young mistress,” added the Earl, pressing his 
lips to her forehead — “ and in this kiss, remember that I pledge 
to thee care for thy fortunes, honour for thy name — my heart to 
do thee service — my arm to shield from wrong! — Brave scholar, 
4hy lot has become interwoven with my own — Prosperous is now 
my destiny — my destiny be thine! Amen ! ” 

He turned then to Warner, and without further reference to a 
-past, which so galled his proud spirit, he made the scholar explain 
to him the nature of his labours. . In the mind of every man who 
has passed much of his life in successful action, there is a certain, 
if we may so say, untaught mat/uafs A but especially among those 
who ha$e been bred to the art of war. A great soldier is a great 
mechanic — a great mathematician, though he may know it not; 
and Warwick, therefore, better than many a scholar, com¬ 
prehended the principle upon which Adam founded his experi¬ 
ments. But though he caught also a glimpse of the vast results 
which such experiments in themselves were calculated to effect, 
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lits strong common sense perceived yet more clearly that thrtimc 
was not ripe for such startling inventions. 

“Mj^fricnd,” he said, “I comprehend thee passably. It is 
clear to me, that if thou canst succeed in making the elements do 
th<^ work of man with equal precision, but with far greater force 
and rapidity, thfcu must multiply eventually, and, by multiplying, 
cheapen, all the products of industry — that thou must give to this 
country the market of the world, — and that thine would be the 
true alchemy that lurneth all to gold.” 

“Mighty intellect — thou graspest the truth!” exclaimed 
Adam. 

'‘But,” pursued the Earl, with a mixture of prejudice and 
judgment, “grant thee success to the full, and thou wouldst turn 
this bold land of yeomanry and manhood into one community of 
griping traders and sickly artisans. Mort Dicu! we arc over- 
coiiiinerced as it is — the bow is already deserted for the ell 
measure. The town populations are ever the most worthless in 
war. England is begirt with mailed foes; and if by one process 
she were to accumulate treasure and lose soldiers, she would 
but tempt invasion and emasculate defenders. Verily, I avise 
and implore thee to turn thy wit and scholarship to a manlier 
occupation! ” 

“My life knows no other object — kill my labour and thou 
destroyest me ,” said Adam, in a voice of gloomy despair. Alas, 
it seemed that, whatever thechnnges of power, no change could 
better the hopes of science in an age of iron! 

Warwick was moved. “Well,” he said, after a pause, “be 
happy in thine own way. 1 will do my best, at least, to protect 
thee. To-morrow resume thy labours; but this day, at least, 
thou must feast with me.” 

And -.I his banquet tha^ day, among the knights and barons, 
and the abbots and the warriors, Adam sate on the dais, near 
the Karl, and Sybill at “the mess” of the ladies of the Duchess 
of Clarence. And ere the feast broke up, Warwick thus addressed 
his company: — 

“My friends, — Though I, and most of us reared in the lap 
of war, have little other clerkship than sufficed our bold fathers 
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before us, yet in the Free Towns of Italy and the Rhine — ye<r 
and in France, under her politic King — we may see that a day is 
dawning wherein new knowledge will teach many marvdls to our 
wiser sons. Wherefore it is good that a state should foster men 
who devote laborious nights and weary days to the advancement of 
Arts and Letters, for the glory of our common ?.md. A worthy 
gentleman, now at this board, hath deeply meditated contrivances 
which may make our English artisans excel the Flemish loons, who 
now fatten upon our industry to the impoverishment of (he realm. 
And, above all, he also purposes to complete an invention which 
may render our ship craft the most notable in Europe. Of this I 
say no more at the present; but I commend our guest, Master 
Adam Warner, to your good service, and pray you especially, 
worshipful sirs of the church now present, to shield his good 
name from that charge which most pnineth and endangereth honest 
men. For ye wot well that the commons, from ignorance, would 
impute all to wiiehcrafl that passeth their understanding. “Not,” 
added the Earl, crossing himself, “that witchcraft does not 
horribly infect the land, and hatl\ been largely practised by 
Jacquctta of Bedford, and her confederates, Bunge.y and others. 
But our cause needeth no such aid; and all that. Master Warner 
purposes is in behalf of the people, and in conformity with holy 
church. So this wnisall to his health and house.” 

This characteristic address being received with respect, though 
With less applause than usually greeted the speeches of the great 
Earl, Warwick added, iu a softer and more earnest tone, “And 
in the fair demoiselle, his daughter, I pray you to acknowledge 
the dear friend of my beloved lady and child, Anne, Princess of 
Wales; and for the sake of her* Highness, and in her name, 
I arrogate to myself a share with Master Warner in this young 
donzell’s guardianship and charge. Know ye, my gallant gentles 
and fair squires, that he who can succeed in achieving, or by leal 
love or by bold deeds, as best befit a wooer, the grace of my young 
ward, shall claim from my hands a knight’s fee, with as much of 
my best laud as a bull’s hide can cover; and when Heaven shall 
grant safe passage to the Princess Anne and her nohlc spouse, 
■wffi wfill hold at SmithGeld a tourney in honour of St. George and 
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our ladies, wherein, pardic, I myself would be sorely temped to 
provoke my jealous countess, and break a lance for the fame of the 
deinoiscfic whose fair face is married to a noble heart." 

That evening, in the galiiard, many an admiring eye turned 
to§ybill, and many a young gallant, recalling the Earl’s words, 
sighed to win he*- grace. There had been a time when such honour 
and such homage would have, indeed, been welcome; but now', 
onk saw them not, and they were valueless. All that, in her 
earlier girlhood, Sybill’s ambition had coveted, when musing 
on the brilliant world, seemed now well nigh fulfilled — her father 
protected by the first noble of the land, and that not with the 
degrading condescension of the Duchess of Bedford, but as Power 
alone should protect Genius — honoured while it honours; — her 
gentle birth recognised; her position elevated ; — fair fortunes 
smiling, after such rude trials; - and all won without senility or 
abasement. -But her ambition having once exhausted itself in a 
di :i. 'r passion, all excitement seemed poor and spiritless com¬ 
pared to the lonely waiting at the humble farm for the voice and 
step of Hastings. , Nay, but for her father’s sake, she could 
almost have loathed the pleasure, and (he pomp , and the admira¬ 
tion, a id the homage, which seemed to insult the reverses of the 
wandering exile. 

The Earl had designed to place Sybil! among Isabel’s ladies, 
but the haughty air of the Duchess chilled the poor girl; and, 
pleading the excuse that her father’s health required her constant 
attendance, she prayed permission to rest with him wherever he 
might be lodged. Adam himself, now that the Duchess of 
Bedford and Friar Bungcy were no longer in the Tower, entreated 
permission to return to the place where he had worked the most 
successfully upon the beloved Eureka, and, as the Tower seemed 
a safer residence than anytprivalc home could be, from popular 
prejudice and assault, Warwick kindly ordered apartments, far 
more commodious than they had yet occupied, to be appropriated 
to the father and daughter. Several attendants were assigned to 
them, and never was man of letters or science more honoured now 
than the poor scholar, who, till then, had been so persecuted and 
despised! 
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VlUo, then, shall tell Adam’s serene delight! Alchemy and 
astrology at rest — no imperious Duchess — no hateful Bungey— 
his free mind left to its congenial labours! And Sybitf, when 
they met, strove to wear a cheerful brow, praying him only never 
to speak to her of Hastings. The good old man, relapsing into 
his wonted mechanical existence, hoped she had forgotten a girl’s 
evanescent fancy. 

But the peculiar distinction showed by the Earl to Warner, 
confirmed the reports circulated by Bungey — “that he was, 
indeed, a fearful nigroinancer, who had much helped the Earl in 
his emprise.” The Earl’s address to his guests in behalf both of 
Warner and Sybill — the high state accorded to the Student, 
reached even the Sanctuary; for tin fugitives there easily contrived 
to learn all the gossip of the city. Judge of the effect the talc pro¬ 
duced upon the envious Bungey - judge of the representations 
it enabled him to make to the credulous Duchess! It was clear 
now to Jacquetta, as the sun in noonday! that Warwick rewarded 
the evil-predicting Astrologer for much dark and secret service, 
which Bungey, had she listened to him, mS ih t have frustrated; 
and she promised the Friar that, if ever ngaffflhe had the power, 
Warner and the Eureka should be placed at his sole mercy and 
discretion. 

The Friar himself, however, growing very weary of the dulness 
of the Sanctuary, and covetous of the advantages enjoyed by Adam, 
began to meditate acquiescence in the fashion of the day, and a 
transfer of his allegiance to the party in power. ^Emboldened by 
the clemency of the victors — learning that no rewards for his own 
apprehension had been ottered — hoping that the stout Earl would 
forget or forgive the old offence of the waxen efligies — and aware 
of the comparative security his friar’s g(*wn and cowl afforded him, 
he resolved one day to venture forth from his retreat. He even 
flattered himself that he. could cajole Adam — whom he really 
believed the possessor of some high and weird secrets, but whom 
otherwise he despised as a very weak creature — into forgiving 
his past brutalities, and soliciting the Earl to take him into 
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At dusk, then, and by the aid of one of the subalterns yf the 
’J'owcr, whom he had formerly made his friend, the Friar got 
admillaiv'.e info Warner’s chamber. Now it so chanced that 
Adam, having his own superstitions, had latcjy taken it into his 
head that all the various disasters which had befallen the Eureka, 
together with alj_ the little blemishes and defects that yet marred 
its construction, were owing to the want of the diamond bathed 
in the mystic moonbeams, which his German authority had long 
since so emphatically prescribed — and now that a monthly 
stipend far exceeding his wants was at his disposal — and that it 
became him to do all possible honour to the Earl’s patronage, he 
i solved that the diamond should be no longer absent from the 
operations it was to influence. He obtained one of passable size 
and sparkle, ‘exposed it the due number of nights to tho new 
moon, and had already prepared its place in the Eureka, and was 
contemplating it with solemn joy, when Bungev entered. 

“ Mighty brother,” said the Friar, bowing to the ground, “be 
merciful as thou art strong! Verily thou hast proved thyself the 
magician, and I but a poor wretch in comparison— forlo! thou 
art rich and honored, and I poor and proscribed! Deign to 
forgive thine enemy, ipid take him as thy slave by right of 
conquest. Oh, Cogsbones! — oh, Gemini! what a jewel thou 
hast got!” 

“Depart! Thou disturhest me,” said Adam, oblivious, in 
his absorption, of the exact reasons for his repugnance, but feeling 
indistinctly (hat^something very loathsome and hateful was at his 
elbow, and, as he spoke, he fitted the diamond into its socket. 

“ What! —a jewel! — a diamond ! — in the— in the—in the — 
mkch \nical !" faltered the Friar,, in profound astonishment, his 
mouth watering at the sight. If the Eureka were to be envied 
before — how much more enviable now ! “If ever l get thee again, 
O ugly talisman!” he mnlfercd to himself, “I shall know where 
to lodk for something belter than a pot to boil eggs! ” 

“Depart, Isay!” repeated Adam, turning round at last, and 
shuddering as he now clearly recognised the friar, and recalled his 
malignity. “Darest thou molest me still?” 

The friar abjectly fell on his knees, and, after a long exordium 
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of penitent excuses, entreated the scholar to intercede in his favour 
with the Earl. 

‘*1 want not all thy honours and advancement, great .Adam — 
I want only to serve thee, trim thy furnace, and hand thee thy 
tools, and work out my apprenticeship under thee, master. As 
for the Earl, he will listen to thee, I know, if ^hou idlest h.m 
that I had the trust of his Toe, the Duchess; that 1 can give him 
all her closest secrets; that I —” 

“Avaunt! Thou art worse than I deemed thee, wretch! Cruel 
and ignorant I knew thee—and now, mean and perfidious! / work 
with thee ! I commend to the Earl a living disgrace to the name of 
scholar! Never! If thou wantest bread and alms, those I can 
give, as a Christian gi\Cs to want; but trust, and honour, and 
learned repute, and noble toils, those arc not for the impostor and 
the traitor. There — there -there!” And he ran to a closet, 
took out a handful of small coins, thrust them into the friar’s 
hands, and, pushing him to the door, called to the servants to 
see his visitor to the gates. The friar turned round with a scowl, 
lie did not dare to utter a threat, but he vowed a vow in his soul, 
and went his way. 

It chanced, some days after this, thjt Adam, in one of his 
musing rambles about the precincts of the Tower, which (since it 
was not then inhabited as a palace) was all free to his rare and 
desultory wanderings, came by some workmen employed in 
repairing a bombard; and, as whatever was of mechanical art 
always woke his iulercst, he paused, and pointed out to them a 
very simple improvement which would necessarily tend to make 
the balls go farther and more direct to their object. The principal 
workman, struck with his remarks, ran to one of the officers in 
the Tower; the officer came to listen to the learned man, and then 
went to the Earl of Warwick to declare that Master Warner bad the 
most wonderful comprehension of military mechanism. The Earl 
sent for Warner, seized at once upon the very simple truth he 
suggested as to the proper width of the bore, and holding him in 
higher esteem than he had ever done before, placed so^ic new 
cannon lie was constructing under his superintendence, .jks this 
care occupied but little of his time, Warner was glad ro show 



gratitude to the Earl, looking upon the destructive engines simply 
as mechanical contrivances, and wholly unconscious of the new 
terror hdgave to his name. 

Soon did the indignant and conscience-stricken Duchess of 
Bedford hear, in the sanctuary, that the fell wizard she had saved 
froto the clutches of Bungey was preparing the most dreadful, 
infallible, and murthcrous instruments of war, against 1 the pos¬ 
sible return of her son-in-law! 

Leaving A'dam to his dreams, and his toils, and his horrible 
reputation, we return to the world upon the surface — the Life 
of /Vction. 


II. 


Th>. iOosperity of the outer show, — the cares of the inner man. 

Thk position of the King-maker was, to a superficial observer, 
su ; 'l as might gratify to the utmost the ambition and the pride of 
man. He had driven from the land one of the most gorgeous 
princes and one of the boldest warriors that ever sate upon a throne. 
He had changed a dyuasty without a blow. Tn the alliances gf his 
daughters, whatever chanced, it seemed certain that by one or the 
other, his posterity would be the kings of England. 

The easiness of. his victory seemed to prove of itself that the 
hearts of the people were with him; and the Parliament that he 
hastened to summon, confirmed by law, the Resolution achieved 
by a bloodless swor^l, * 

Nor was there aught abroad which menaced disturbance to the 
peace at home. Letters from the Countess of Warwick and Lady 
Anne announced their triumphant entry at Paris, where Margaret 
of Anjuu was received w'ith honours never before rendered but to a 
Queen of France 

A solemn embassy, m’oanw’hilc, vyas preparing to proceed 
from Paris to Londou, to congratulate flenry, anti establish a per¬ 
manent treaty of peace and commerce.** While Charles of Bur¬ 
gundy himself, (the only ally left to Edward,) supplicated for tire 
continuance of amicable relations with England; stating that they 
Lingaril, Ilume, Ac. ** Ilyuier, xi. 6S3—G90. 
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Trcret.formed with the country, not with any special person who 
might wear the crown; * and forbade his subjects by proclama¬ 
tion, to join any enterprise for the recovery of his throve, which 
Edward might attempt. 

The conduct of Warwick, whom the Parliament had declared, 

/ 

conjointly with Clarence, Protector of the Realip during the'mi¬ 
nority of the Prince of Wales, was worthy of the triumph he had 
obtained. He exhibited now a greater genius for government than 
he had yet displayed. For all his passions were nerved to the ut¬ 
most, to consummate his victory, and sharpen his faculties. He 
united mildness towards the defeated faction, with a firmness 
which repelled all altemptat insurrection.** 

In contrast to the splendour that surrounded his daughter Anne, 
all accounts spoke, of the humiliation to which Charles subjected 
the exiled king ami in the sanctuary, amidst-homicides and felons, 
the wife of the Earl's defeated foe gave birth to a male child, 
baptized and christened (says the Chronicler) (, as the son of a 
common man.'* For the Avenger and his children were regal 
authority and gorgeous pomp — for the Fugitive and his offspring 
were the bread of the exile, or the refuge of the outlaw. 

But still the Earl’s prosperity was hollow — the statue of brass 
stood on limbs of clay. — The position of a man with the name of 
subject, hut the authority of king, was an unpopular anomaly in 
England. In the principal trading towns had been long growing up 
that animosity towards the Aristocracy, of which Henry the 
Seventh availed himself to raise a Despotism, (and which, even in 
our day, causes the main disputes of faction;) but tjie recent Re¬ 
volution was one in which the towns had had no share. It was a 
revolution made by the representative of the barons, and his fol¬ 
lowers. ,It was connected w’ith no advancement of the Middle 
Class — it seemed to the men of commerce but the violence of a 
turbulent and disappointed aristocracy. The very name given to 
Warwick’s supporters was unpopular in the Towns. They were 
not called the Lancastrians, or the friends of King Henry — they 
were styled then, and still are so, by the old Chronicler, “The 
Lords' Party.” Most of whatever was still feudal — the haughtiest 
* Hume — Comines. •* Uahington. 
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of Ihe magnates — the rudest of the yeomanry — the most vrarlike 
of the knights — gave to Warwick the sanction of their allegrance; 
and this sanction was displeasing to the intelligence of the towns. 

Classes in all times have a keen instinct of their own class- 
interests. The revolution the Earl had effected was the triumph of 
Aristocracy, its natural results would tend to strengthen certainly 
the moral, and probably the constitutional power already possessed 
by that martial order. The new parliament was their creature — 
Henry VI. was a cipher— his son a boy with unknown character, 
and according to vulgar scandal, of doubtful legitimacy, seemingly 
bound hand in foot iu the trammels of the Arcli-Uaron’s mighty 
house — the Earl himself had never scrupled to evince a distaste 
to the change in society which was slowly converting an agricultural 
to a trading population. 

It may be observed, too, that a middle class as rarely unites 
itself with fhejdols of the populacA as with the chiefs of a seignorie. 
The brute attachment of the peasants and the mobs to the gorgeous 
and lu ish Earl, seemed to the burgesses the sign of a barbaric 
clanship, opposed to that advance in civilization towards which they 
half unconsciously struggled. 

And here we must rapidly glance at what, as far as a statesman 
may foresee, would have been the probable result of Warwick’s 
ascendancy, if durable and effectual. . If attached, by prejudice 
and birth, to the aristocracy, he was yet, by reputation and habit, 
attached also to the popular party — that parly raorc popular than 
tho middle class — the majority — the masses: — his whole life 
had been one struggle against despotism .in the crown. Though 
far from entertaining such schemes as in similar circumstances 
might have occurred to the deep sagacity of an Italian patrician for 
the interest of his order, no doubt his policy would have tended 
to this oue aim — the limitation of the monarchy by the strength of 
au aristocracy enleared to the agricultural population, owing to 
that population its own powers of defence, with the wants and 
grievances of that population thoroughly familiar, and willing to 
satisfy the one and redress the other: lu short, the great Baron 
would have secured and promoted liberty according to the notions 
of a Seigneur aud a Norman, by making the King but the First 
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Nobleman of the Realm. Had the policy lasted long enough to suc¬ 
ceed the subsequent despotism, which changed a limited into an 
absolute monarchy under the Tudors, would have been prevented, 
with all the sanguinary reaction, in which the Stuarts'were the 
sufferers. The Earl’s family, and his own “large father-like 
heart,” had ever been opposed to religious persecution; and tipj.e!y 
toleration to the Lollards might have prevented ilic long-delayed 
revenge of their posterity — the Puritans. Gradually, perhaps, 
might, the system he represented (of the whole consequences of 
which he was unconscious) have changed monarchic into aristo¬ 
cratic government, resting, however, upon broad and popular 
institutions; but no doubt, -also, the Middle, or rather the Com¬ 
mercial Class , with all" the blessings that attend their power, would 
have risen much more slowly than when made as they were already, 
partially under Edward lS r ., and more systematically undpr 
Henry VII., the instrument for destroying feudal arjstocraey, ami 
thereby establishing, for a long and fearful interval , the arbitrary 
rule of the single tyrant. Warwick’s dislike to the commercial 
biasses o^Edward was, in fact, not a patrician prejudice alone. It 
required uo great sagacity to perceive that Edward had designed to 
raise up a Class that, though powerful when employed against the 
Barons, would long be impotent against the encroachments of the 
Crown; -and the Earl viewed that class not only as foes to his own 
order, but as tools for the destruction of the ancient liberties. 

Without prcs'uming to decide which policy, upon the whole, 
would have been the happier for England — the one that based a 
Despotism on the Middle Class, or the one that founded an Aristo¬ 
cracy upon Popular Affection, it was clear to the more enlightened 
burgesses of the great towns, that between Edward of York and 
the Earl of Warwick a vast principle was at stake, and the com¬ 
mercial King seemed to them a more natural ally than the feudal 
Baron; and equally clear is it to us, now, that the true Spirit of 
the Age fought for the false Edward, and against the honest Earl. 

Warwick did not, however, apprehend any serious results 
from the passive distaste of the trading towns. His martial spirit 
led him to despise the least martial part of the population. lie 
knew that the towns would not rise in arms, so long as their 
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charters were respected; and that slow undermining hostility 
which exists only in Opinion, his inlellert, so nervous in imme¬ 
diate dangers, was not far-sighted euough to comprehend. More 
direct cause for apprehension would there have been to a suspicious 
mind in the demeanour of the Earl’s colleague in the Protectorate 
— flic Duke of Clarence. " It was obviously Warwick's policy to 
satisfy this weak but ambitious person. The Duke was, as before 
agreed, declared heir to the vast possessions of the House of York. 
He was invested with the Lieutenancy of Ireland, but delayed his 
departure to his government till the arrival of the Prince of Wales. 
The personal honours accorded him in the meanwhile were those 
duo to a sovereign ; but still the Duke’s brow was moody, though, 
if the Earl noticed it, he rallied into seeming cheerfulness, and 
reiterated pledges of faith and friendship. 

The manner of Isabel to her father was varying and uncertain : 
at min time, hard and cold; at another, as if in the reaction of se¬ 
cret remorse, she would throw herself into his arms, and pray him, 
wcepiiigly, to forgive her wayward humours. Pul the curse of the 
- Earl’s position was that which he had foreseen before quitting 
Amboisc, and which, more or less, attends upon those who, 
from whatever cause, suddenly desert the party with which all their 
associations, w hether of fame or friendship, have been interwoven. 
His vengeance against one had comprehended many still dear to 
him. He was not only separated from his old companions in arms, 

but their most eminent he had driven into exile. He stood alone 

• 

amongst inen whom the habits of an active life bad indissolubly 
connected, in his mind, with recollections of wrath and wrong. 
Amidst that princely company which begirt him, he hailed no fa¬ 
miliar face. Even many of those who most detested Edward , (or 
rather the Woodvillcs,) recoiled from so startling a desertion to the 
Lancastrian foe. It was a hyvy blow' to a heart already bruised 
and sore, when the fiery ilaoul dc Fulkc, who had so idolized 
’Warwick, that, despite his own high lineage, he had worn his 
badge upon his breast, sought him at the dead of night, and thus 
said — 

“Lord of Salisbury and Warwick, I once offered to serve thee 
as a vassal, if thou wouldst wrestle with lewd Edward for the crown 
I'/ie /usf of the Jtriron*. J"L " c 
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which only a manly brow should wear; and harist lliou now re¬ 
turned, as Henry of Lancaster returned of old , to gripe the. sceptre 
of the Norman with a conqueror's hand , I had been the 1 ; st to cry, 
‘Long live King Richard — namesake and emulator of Coeur do 
Lion!’ But to place upon the throne yon Monk-puppet, and to 
call on brave hearts to worship a paltcrcr of eves, and a counted* of 
beads — to fix the succession of England in the adulterous off¬ 
spring of Margaret,* the Butcher-harlot — to give the power of 
the realm to the men against whom thou thyself hast often led me 
to strive with lance and battle-axe, is to open a path which leads 
but to dishonour, and thither Raoul de Fulkc follows not even the 
steps of the Lord of Warwick. Interrupt me not — speak not! As 
thou to Edward, so 1 now to thee, forswear allegiance, and I bid 
thee farewell for ever! ” 

“I pardon thee,” answered Warwick; “and if ever thou art 
wronged as I have been, thy heart will avenge me. - - IIo! ” 

But when this haughty visitor was gone, the Earl covered his 
face with his hands, and groaned aloud. A defection perhaps 
even more severely felt came uext. Katherine de Rouville had been 
the Earl's favourite sister: he wrote to her at the convent io which, 
she had retired, praying her affectionately to come to London, 
“and cheer his vexed spirit, and learn the true, cause, not to he 
told by letter, which had moved him to things once farthest from 
his thought.” The messenger came back — the letter unopened 
— for Katherine had left the convent, and fled into Burgundy, 
distrustful, as it seemed to Warwick, of her own brother. The 
nature of this lion-hearted man was, as we Jiave seen, singularly 

One of the greatest obstacles to the cause of the Red ltose, 
the popular belief that the voting Prince was not II nry’s son. Had that 
belief not been widely spread and firmly mainland!, the Lords who 
arbitrated between Henry VI. and Richard Duke of .York, in October, 
14 fi 0 , could scarcely have come to the resolution to set. aside the Prince 
of Wales altogether, to accord Henry the crown for his life, and declare 
the Duke of York his heir. Ten years previously, (in November, Hso,) 
before the young Prince was born or thought of, and the proposition 
was really just and reasonable, it was moved in the House of Commons 
to declare Richard Duke of York next heir to Henry, which, «/ lm*t, 
by birthright, he certainly was; but the motion met with little favour, 
and the mover was sent to the Tower. 
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kiqdly, frank, and affectionate; and now in the most critical^ the 
most anxious, the most tortured period of his life, confidence and 
affection'•ere. forbid to liini. What had be not given for one hour 
of-the soothing company of his wife, the only being in the world to 
whom bis pride could have communicated the grief of his heart, or 
the ifonbts of his conscience! Alas! never on earth should he hear 
that soft voice again ! Anne, too, the gentle, child-like Anne, was 
afar — but she was happy — a basker in a brief sunshine, and 
blind to the darkening clouds. His elder child , with her change¬ 
ful moods, added but to bis disquiet and tinhappincs. »xt to 
Edward, Warwick, of all the House of York, bad loved Clarence, 
though a closer and more domestic intimacy bad weakened the 
affection, by lessening the esteem. Hut looking farther into the 
Future, he now* saw in this alliance the seeds of many a rankling 
sorrow. the nearer Anne and her spouse to power and to fame, 
the more hitler* the jealousy of Clarence and his wife. Thus, in 
the vr -v connexions; which seemed most to strengthen his House, 
lyy til which must destroy the hallowed unity and peace of family 
* and home. 

The Archbishop of York had prudently taken no part whatever 
in the measures that had changed the dynasty — he came now to 
reap the fruits: did homage to floury the Sixth, received the Chan¬ 
cellor’s seals, and recommenced intrigues for the Cardinal’s Hat. 
But between the bold warrior, and the wily priest^ there could be 
but little of the endearment of brotherly confidence and love. "Jjfith 
Montagu alone could the Karl confer in cordiality and unreserve; 
and their similar position, and certain points of agreement in their 
characters, now more clearly brought out and manifest, senrd to 
make their friendship for each other firmer and more tender, in 
the C'Uangemcnt of all other ties, than over it had been before. But 
the Marquis was soon compelled to depart from London, to his 
post as Warden of the Northern Marches; for Warwick*had not 
the rash presumption of Edward, aud neglected no precaution 
against the return of the dethroned King. 

So there, alone, in pomp and in power, vengeance consum¬ 
mated, ambition gratified, but love denied — with an aching heart,, 
and a fearless front — amidst old foes made prosperous, and old 
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frien 's alienated and ruined — stood the King-maker! and, dai 
by day, the untimely streaks of grey showed more and more 
amidst the raven curls of the strong man. 

III. 


Farther \iews into the heart of man, and the conditions of power. 

Bu r woe to any man who is called to power with exaggerated 
expectations of his ability to do good! Woe to the man whom tht 
populace have esteemed a popular champion, and who is suddenly 
made the guardian of law ! The Commons of England bad not be¬ 
wailed the exile of the good Earl simply for love of his groaning 
tabic, and admiration of his huge battle-axe — it was not me re It 
either in pity, or from fame, that his “name had sounded in every 
song” — and that, to use the strong expression of the chronicler, 
the people “judged that the suu was clearly taken from the work 
when he was absent.” 

They knew him as one who had ever sought to correct tht 
abuses of power — to repair the wrongs of the poor; who, ever 
in war, had forbidden his knights to slay the common men. lit 
was regarded, therefore, as a Reformer; and wonderful, indeed, 
were the things, proportioned to his fame and his popularity, 
which he was expected to accomplish; and his thorough knowledge 
of the English character, and experience of every class — especially 
the lowest as the highest — conjoined with the vigour of his robust 
understanding, unquestionably enabled him, from the very first, 
to put a slop to the lawless violences which had disgraced the ruk 
of Edward. The infamous spoliations of the royal purveyors 
ceased — the robber-like excesses of the ruder barons and gentry 
■were severely punished — the country felt that a strong hand held 
the reinyof power. But what is justice, when men ask miracles'] 
The peasant and mechanic were astonished that wages were not 
doubled — that bread was not to he had for asking — that the 
disparities of life remained the same, the rich still rich, the poor 
still poor. In the first days of the Revolution , Sir Geoffrey Gales, 
the freebooter, little comprehending the Earl’s merciful policy, 
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and anxious naturally to turn a victory into its accustomed f'/iit of 
rapine and pillage, placed himself at the head of an armed mob, 
marchedafrom Kent to the suburbs of London, and, joined by 
some of the miscreants from the different sanctuaries, burned and 
pillaged, ravished and slew. The Earl quelled this insurrection 
wit/i spirit and c*se; * and great was the praise he received thereby. 
Hut ail-pervading is the sympathy the poor feel for the poor! And 
when even the refuse of the populace once felt the sword of War¬ 
wick, some portion of the popular enthusiasm must have silently 
deserted him. 

Robert llilyard , who had borne so large a share in the restora¬ 
tion of the Lancastrians, now fixed his home in the metropolis; 
and anxious as ever to turn the current to the popular profit, he 
saw, with rage'and disappointment, that as yet no party but the 
nobles had really triumphed. ITe had longed to achieve a revo¬ 
lution that, might be called the People’s; and he had abetted one 
that v:i~ called “The Lord’s doing.” The affection he had felt for 
}Vai *v. k arose principally from his regarding him as an instrument 
to prepare society for the more democratic changes he panted to 
effect; and, Io! he himself had been the instrument to strengthen 
the aristocracy. Society resettled after the storm — the noble re¬ 
tained his armies — the demagogue had lost his mobs! Although, 
through England were scattered the principles which were ultimate¬ 
ly to destroy feudalism — to humble the fierce Barons into silken 
Lord* — to reform the Church — to ripen into a Commonwqflth, 
through the Representative System — the principles were but in 
thegerm; and when llilyard mingled with the traders ortheartisans 
of London, and sought to form a party which might comprehend 
something of steady policy and definite object, he found himself 
regarded as a visionary fanatic by some, as a dangerous dare-devil 
by the rest. Strange to say, Warwick was the only man who 
listened to him wi’h attention; — the man behind the age,* and the 
man before the age, ever have some inch of ground in common: 
both desired to increase liberty; both honestly and ardently loved 
the masses; but each in the spirit of his order: Warwick defended 
freedom as against the Throne, llilyard as against the Barons. 

* Rail, llabinglon. 
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Stilly notwithstanding their differences, each was so convinced of 
the integrity of the other, that it wanted only a foe in the field to 
unite them as before. The naLural ally of Hie popular ,Maron was 
the leader of the Populace. 

Some minor, but still serious, griefs added to the embarrass¬ 
ment of the Karl’s position. Margaret’s jealousy had bound him 
to defer all rewards to Lords and others, and encumbered with a 
provisional council all great acts of government, all grants of offi¬ 
ces, lands, or benefits.* And who knows not the expectations 
of men after a successful revolution! The royal exchequer was so 
empty, that even the ordinary household was suspended; and 
as ready money was then prodigiously scarce, the mighty revenues 
of Warwick barely sufficed to pay the expenses of the expedition, 
which, at his own cost, had restored the Lancastrian line. Hard 
position, both to generosity and In prudence, to put off and apo¬ 
logize to just clnims : aud valiant service!* 

With intense, wearying, tortured anxiety, did the Karl await 
the coming of Margaret and her son. The conditions imposed 
on him in their absence crippled all his resources. Several even - 
of the Lancastrian nobles held aloof, while they saw no authority 
but Warwick’s. Above all, be relied upon the effect that the 
young Prince of Wales’s presence, liis beauty, his gracious¬ 
ness, his frank spirit— mild as his father’s, hold as his grand- 
sire’s — would create upon all that inert and neutral mass of 
thctpublic, the affection of which, once gained , makes the solid 
strength of a government. The very appearance of that Prince 
would at once dispel the slander on his birth. His resemblance to 
his heroic grandfather would suffice to win him all the hearts by 
which, in absence, he was regarded as a stranger, a dubious 
alien. Ifow often did the Karl groan forth — “If the Prim e were 
but here, all were won!” Henry w$s worse than a cipher — he 
was an'eternal embarrassment. His good intentions, his scru¬ 
pulous piety, made him ever ready to interfere. The Church had 
got hold of him already, and prompted him to issue proclamations 

* Sharon Turner. 

** See Ellis’s Original Letters, from Harleian MSS., Second Series, 
vol. L Letter 42. 
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against the disguised Lollards, which would have lost him, at 
one stroke, half his subjects. This Warwick prevented, to the 
great discontent of the honest Prince. The moment required all the 
prestige that an imposing presence and splendid Court could bestow. 
And Henry, glad of the poverty of his exchequer, deemed it a 
sin to make a garade of earthly glory. “Heaven will punish me 
again,” said he, meekly, “if, just delivered from a dungeon, 
1 gild my unworthy self with all the vanities of perishable power.” 

There was not a department which the chill of this poor King's 
virtue did not somewhat benumb. The gay youths, who had re¬ 
velled in the alluring Court of Edward the Fourth, heard, with 
disdainful mockery, the grave lectures of Henry on the length of 
-heir lovelocks and the beakers of their shoes. The brave warriors 
presented to him for praise were entertained with homilies on the 
guilt of war. Even poor Adam was molested aud invaded by 
llenij s piou.s apprehensions that he was seeking, by vain know¬ 
ledge, , to be Superior to the will of Providence. 

v c t, albeit perpetually irritating and chafing the impetuous 
* spirit of the Earl, the Earl, strange to say, loved the King more 
and more. This perfect innocence, this absence from guile and 
self-seeking, in the midst of an age never excelled for fraud, false¬ 
hood . and selfish simulation, moved Warwick’s admiration as 
well as pity. Whatever contrasted Edward the Fourth had a charm 
for him. He schooled his hot temper, and softened his deep 
voice, iu that holy presence; and the intimate persuasion of the 
hollowness of all worldly greatness, which worldly greatne^? itself 
had forced upon the Earl’s mind, made something congenial 
between the meek saint aud the fiery warrior. For the hundredth 
lime groaned Warwick, as he quisled Henry’s presence — 

“ Would that my gallant son-in-law were eome! his spirit will 
soon learn how to govern, then Warwick may be needed no more! 
I am weary — sore weary otthe task of ruling men ! ” 

“Holy -V. Thomas!” bluntly exclaimed Marmadukc, to 
whom these sad words were said — “whenever you visit the Ring, 
you come hack — pardon me, my lord — half unmanned. He. 
would make a monk of you! ” 

“Ah!” said Warwick, thoughtfully — “there have been 
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greater marvels than that. Our boldest fathers often died the 
meekest shavelings. An’ I had ruled this realm as long as 
Henry, — nay, an’ this same life I lead now were to continue two 
years, with its broil and fever, I could well conceive the sweet¬ 
ness of the cloister and repose. How sits the wind? Against them 
still — against them still! I cannot bear this suspense! ” »• 

The winds had ever seemed malignant to Margaret of Anjou, 
but ne\cr more than now. So long a continuance of stormy and 
adverse weather was never known in the memory of man; and we 
believe that it has scarcely its parallel in history. 

The Earl’s promise to restore King Henry was fulfilled in Octo¬ 
ber. From November to the following April, Margaret with the 
young and royal pair, and the Countess of Warwick, lay at the 
seaside, wailing for a wind. * Thrice, in defiance of all warnings 
from the mariners of flarflcur did she put to sea, and thrice was 
she driven back on the coast of Normandy — her ships much da¬ 
maged Her friends protested that this malice of the elements was 
caused by sorcery** — a belief which gained ground in England, 
exhilarated the Duchess of Bedford, and gave new fame to Bun- 
gey, who arrogated all the merit, and whose weather wisdom 
indeed, had here borne out his predictions. Many besought 
Margaret not to tempt Providence, nor to trust the sea; but the 
Queen was (inn to her purpose, and her son laughed at omens — 
yet still the vessels could only leave the harbour to be driven back 
upon the land. 

Day after day, the first question of Warwick, when the sun 
rose, was, “How sets the wind?” Night after night, ere he re¬ 
tired to rest — “Ill sets the wind!” sighed the Earl. The gales 
that forbade the coming of the royal party, sped to the unwilling 
lingerers — courier after courier — envoy after envoy, and at 
length Warwick, unable to bear the^sickening suspense at di¬ 
stance, went himself to Dover,*** and from its white cliffs looked, 
hour by hour, for the sails which were to bear ‘ Lancaster and its 
fortunes.’ The actual watch grew more intolerable than the di- 

* Fahyan, —502. 

** Hall. — Warkwortli Chronicle. 

Hall. 


4 «* 
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s^tant expectation, and the Earl sorrowfully departed to his castle of 
Warwick, at which Isabel and Clarence then were. Alas Inhere 
the old %nile of ilomc? 

IV. 

The return of Edward of York. 

And the winds still blew, and storm was on the tide, and 
Margaret came not; when in the gusty month of March, the 
fishermen of the Ilumber beheld a single ship, without flag or 
pennon, and sorely stripped and rivellcd by adverse blasts, gal¬ 
lantly struggling towards the shore. The vessel was not of Eng¬ 
lish build, and resembled, in its bulk and fashion, those em¬ 
ployed by the'Easterlings in their trade; ■— half merchantman, 
half war-ship. 

The villagers of Ravcnspur — the creek of which, the vessel 
now' rapidly made to — imagining that it was some trading craft in 
disk 'ss, grouped round the banks, and some put out their boats. 
But the vessel held on its way, and, as the water was swelled by 
the tide, and unusually deep, silently cast anchor close ashore, a 
quarter of a mile from the crowd. 

The first who leapt on land , was a knight of lofty stature, and 
in complete armour, richly inlaid with gold arabesques. To him 
succeeded another, also in mail, and, though well-built and fair- 
prr.portioncd, of less imposing presence. And then, one bv one, 
the womb of the dark ship gave forth a number of armed somiers, 
infinitely larger than it could have been supposed to contain, till 
the knight, who first landed, stood the centre of a group of Hyp 
hundred men. Then, were lowered from the vessel, barbed and 
caparisoned, some five score horses; and, finally, the sailors 
and rowers, armed but wi^i steel caps and short swords, came 
onshore, till n.;t a man was left on board. • 

“Now praise,” said the chief knight, “to God and St. George, 
that we have escaped the water! and uot with imisible winds, but 
with bodily foes must our war be waged.” 

“Beau Sire,” cried one knight who had debarked immediately 
after the speaker, and who seemed, from his bearing and equip- 
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merit, ofhighcr rank than those that followed — “beau Sire, this 
Is a slight army to reconquer a king's realm ! Tray Heaven, that 
our bo’_d companions have also escaped the deep ! ” 

“Why verily, we arc not enow, at the best, to spare one 
man,” said the chief knight gaily, “but, lo! we arc not without 
weleomers.” And he pointed to the crowd of villagers who -tow 
slowly neared the warlike group, but hailing at a little distance, 
continued to ga/c at them in some auviety and alarm. 

“Ilo there! good fellows! ” cried the leader, striding towards 
the throng— “what name give you lo this village?” 

“Ravenspur, please your worship,” auswered one of the 
peasants. 

“Ravenspur - hear you that, lords and friends? Accept 
the omen! On this spot landed, from exile, II'Miry of Iloling- 
broke, known, afterwards, in our annals as King Henry the 
Fourth ! Bare is the soil of corn and of trees - it disdains meaner 
fruit; it groins kings! Hark!” — The sound of a bugle was 
beard at a little distance , and in a few' moments, a troop of about 
a hundred men were seen rising above an undulation in the . 
ground, and as the two bands recognised each other, a shout of 
joy was given and returned. 

As this new reinforcement advanced, the peasantry and 
fishermen, attracted by curiosity and encouraged by the peacable 
demeanour of the debarkers, drew nearer, and tuiuglcd with the 
first comers. 

“ What manner of men, be ye, and what want ye?” asked 
one of the bystauders, who seemed of belter nurturing than the 
jpt, and who, indeed, was a small franklin. 

No answer was returned by those lie more immediately ad¬ 
dressed, but the chief knight heard the question, and suddenly 
unbuckling his helmet, and giiing it to one of those beside him, 
he turned to the crowd a countenance of singular beauty, at once 
animated and majestic, and said, in a loud voice, “We arc 
Englishmen, like you, and we come here to claim our rights. 
Ye seem tall fellows and honest. Standard-bearer, unfurl our 
flag!” And, as the ensign suddenly displaced the device of a 
Suu, iu a field azure, the cbief continued, “March under 
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this banner, .and for every day ye serve, ye shall have a month’s 
hire.” 

“M^rry!” quoth the franklin, with a suspicious .^sinister 
look, “ these be big words. And who are you, Sir Knight, who 
would levy men in King Henry's kingdom ?” 

* “Yourknc§s, fellows!” cried the second knight. “Behold 
your true Liege and Suzerain, Edward the Fourth! Long live 
King Edward! ” 

The soldiers caught up the cry, and it was reechoed lustily by 
the smaller detachment that now reached the spot; but no answer 
came from the crowd. They looked at each other in dismay, and 
retreated rapidly from their place amongst the troops. In fact, 
the whole of the neighbouring district was devoted to Warwick, 
and many of the peasantry about had joined the former rising 
under Sir John Coniers. The franklin alone retreated not with the 
re: 1 ; he was a blufi\ plain, hold fellow, with good English 
bin h! in his veins. And when the shout ceased, lie said, shortly, 
“ \\ :, hereabouts, know no King but King Henry. We fear you 
would impose upop us. We cannot believe that a great lord like 
him you call Edward IV. would land, with a handful of men, to 
encounter the armies of Lord Warwick. Wc forewarn you to get 
into your ship, and go back as fast as ye came, for the stomach 
of England is sick of brawls and blows; and what ye devise is 
treason! ” 

Forth from the new detachment stepped a’youth of small sta¬ 
ture, not in armour, and with many a weather slain onlfis gor¬ 
geous dress, lie laid his hand upon the franklin’s shoulder, 
“ Honest and plain-dealing fellow,” said he, you are right: ur- 
don the foolish outburst of these brave men, who cannot forgeras 
yet that their chief has worn the crown. We come back not to 
disturb (his realm, nor to # affect aught against King Henry, whom 
the saints have favoured. No, by St. Paul, we coiye but back 
to claim our lands unjustly forfeit. My noble brother here is not 
King of England, since the people wills Knot, but he/.v Duke of 
Y'ork, and he will be contented if assured of the style and lands 
our father left him. Forme, called Richard of Gloucester, I ask 
nothing, but leave to spend my manhood where I have spent 
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ray yo^th, under the eyes of my renowned godfather, Richard 
Nevile $£arl of Warwick. So report of us. Whither leads you 
road?" * 

“To .Vork,” said the franklin, softened, despite his judg¬ 
ment, by the irresistible suavity of the voice that addressed him. 

“Thither will we go, my Lord Duke and bro'jer, with your 
leave,” said Priuce Richard, “peaceably and as petitioners. 
God save ye, friends and countrymen, pray for us, that King 
Henry and the Parliament may do us justice. We are not over 
rich now, but better times may come. Largess!" and filling both 
hands with coins from his gipsirc, he tossed the bounty among 
the peasants. 

“ Mi He totmere! What means he with this humble talk of 
King llenry and the Parliament?” whispered Edward to the Lord 
Say, while the crowd scrambled for the largess, and Richard 
smilingly mingled amongst them, and conferred with the 
franklin. 

“Let him alone, I pray you, my Liege; I guess his wise 
design. And now for our ships. What orders for the master?” 

“For the other vessels let them sail or anchor as they list. But 
for the bark that has borne Edward King of England to the land of 
bis ancestors there is no return! ” 

The Royal Adventurer then beckoned the Flemish master of the 
ship, who, with every sailor aboard, had debarked, and the 
loose dresses of the mariners made a strange contrast to the mail 
of the warriors with whom,they mingled. 

“Friend!” said Edward, in French, “thou hast said that 
th^ wilt share my fortunes, and that thy good fellows arc no less 
free of courage and leal in trust.” 

“It is so, Sire. Not a man who has gazed on thy face, and 
heard thy voice, but longs to serve one rn whose brow Nature has 
written King." 

“ And trust me,” said Edward, “ no prince of my blood shall 
be dearer to me than you and yours, my friends in danger and in 
need. And sith it be so, the ship that hath borne such hearts and 
such hopes should, in sooth, know no meaner freight. Is all 
prepared?” 
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“Yes, Sire, as you ordered. The train is laid for the 
brenncn.” 

“ Up # then, with the fiery signal, and let it tell, fron^clifl'to 
cliff, from town to town, that Edward the Planfagenet, $nce re¬ 
turned to England, leaves it but for the grave! ” 

•The Master |jowed, and smiled grimly. The sailors, who had 
been prepared for the burning, arranged before between the 
Master and the Prince, and whose careless hearts Edward, had 
thoroughly won to his person and his cause, followed the former 
towards the ship, and stood silently grouped around the shore. 
The soldiers, less informed, gazed idly on, and Ilichard now 
regained Edward’s side. 

“Reflect,” lie said, as he drew him apart, “that, when on 
this spot landed Henry of Bolingbroke, he gave not out that he 
was mm thing to the thi'one of Ilichard the Second. He professed 
but to claim his duchy ■— and men were influenced by justice, till 
they became a'gents of ambition. This be your policy: — with two 
thousd td men you arc but Duke of York; with ten thousand men 
you are King of England! In passing hither, 1 met with many, and 
sounding the temper of the district, I find it not ripe to share your 
hazard. — The world soon ripens when it hath to hail success! ” 
“O young boy’s smooth face! — O old man’s deep brain!” 
said Edward ,„admiringly— “what a king hadst thou made! ” 

A sudden flush passed over the Prince’s pale check, and, ere it 
died away, a flaming torch was hurled aloft in the hir — it fell whirl¬ 
ing into flic ship — a moment, and a loud crash —a mfffnent, 
and a mighty blaze! Up sprung from t® deck, along the sails, 
the sheeted fire — ^ 

“A giant beard of flame.” * ™ 

It reddened the coast — the skies from far and near; — it glowed 
on the faces and the steel of^he scanty army — it was seen, miles 
away, by the warders of many a castle manndd with the. troops of 
Lancaster; — it brought the steed from the stall, the courier to the 
scile; — it sped, as of old the beacon fire that announced to Cly- 

* , / , Aoydi; fiiyay mitywva. 

AJseh. Again. 314. 
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fracl dCastle, where Montagu lay with a force that could deslri./' 
him #\,a blow. Kdward was prepared for the assault, but trusted 
to decu'vc the Marquis, as he had deceived the citizens of York; 
the more for the strong personal loveMontngu had ever shown him. 
If not, he was prepared equally to die in the licld , rather than eat 
again the bitter bread of the ciile. But to his inconceivable joy 
and astonishment, Montagu, like Northumberland, lay idle and 
supine. Edward and his little troop threaded safely the formidable 
pass. Alas! Montagu had that day received a formal order from 
the Duke of Clarence, as Co-Protector of the Kcalm, * o sutler 
Kdward to march on, provided his force was small, and hi- h.td 
taken the oaths to lienry, and assumed but the title of Duke of 
York, “ for your brother the Earl hath had compunction . v 
and would fain forgive what hath passed, for my father s sak - 1 

unite all factions by Edward's voluntary abdication of the th. n . 
at all hazards, Iain on my way Northward, and yon will no* 
till I conic.” The Marquis, who knew the coiis'irnlious *1 
Warwick had entertained in his darker hours, who had m ■ 

disolicy the Co-Protector, who knew no reason to s- t i,-., , 
Warwick’s son-in-law, and who, moreover, was by no c 
aniious to be, himself, the executioner of Kdward whom In- oa t 
once so truly loved, — though a little man idling at Warwick's 
softness, yet did not discredit the letter, and ihe less reganh-d 
the free passage be left to the returned c* i!es, trom cmtcu'i'i ‘>>r 

*/■ ->nr llistori.ni'i have puzzled their brn m ingrmmis enmoetii. -s 
of the cause of MoiitagijflkTatal supincm-ss at tins juncture, o 1 have 
passed over the only prooable solution of tie mvslciv, which is tn b<> 
(juuid simply enough stated thus in Stowe's Chronicle: •* I'm- v ■ • 

ipicss Moiitacule would have fought with Kim; Kdward , but * •( 

received tef/ns from the Duke of t’/un ine tout hr thnu7rt ' * 

her tome," Tins explanation is borne out bj theWarkvi.i i.i . > 

and others, who, in an evident mistake ^if the person amlri-'S/u , 
that Clnreqee wrote word to U'urwitk not to fight till he came. < -e.- ■ 

could not have wrritten so to Warwick, who, according to all nutii' ,r it:- i *c, 
was mustering his troops near London, and not in the way to light 
Edward nor could Clarence have hail authority to issue such commands 
to his colleague, nor would his colleague have attended to them, since 
we have the amplest testimony that Warwick was urging all his ca -Uins 
to attack Edward at oure. The Duke's order was, therefore, clearly 
addressed to Montagu. 
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'iiic smallness of their numbers, and his persuasion that if thp Earl 
saw lit to alter his counsels, Edward was still more in hiwHwcr 
the farther he advanced amidst a hostile population, and^twards 
the armies which the Lords Exeter and Oxford were alrcaay mus¬ 
tering. 

Tint that froetpassnge was everything to Edward! It made men 
think that Montagu, as well as Northumberland, favoured his 
enterprise; that the hazard was less rash and hopeless than it had 
seemed; that Edward counted'upon finding his most powerful 
allies .iit.oii" those falsely supposed to he his enemies. The popu- 
iai it* E> 1 ard had artfully acquired amongst the captains of War- 
v hi-. - i * Hoop*,, ,111 the march to Middlcham, now bestead him. 

•) ii .-m were knights and gentlemen residing in the very dis- 
loogli which he passed. They did not join him, hut they 
.■■.*• 0 . Then, rapidly flocked to “ the Sun of York,” — 

. ••dvepturers and eoudoltieri, who in civil war adopt any 
>v ; nevt came the disappointed , the ambitious, and the 
, i he hesitating began to resolve, the neutral to take a 

• ‘ . * r. on the state of Petitioners supplicating a Pardon, every 

ihe Yorkists marched advanced them to the. dignity of As- 
j I a Eau.se. Doncaster first, then Nottingham, then 

i * i■■e-ier tine to the town spirit we have before described — 
p.-io 1 their gates to the Trader Prince. 

>i •• .• ni !’*.i”ri r- e’ied Newark with their force. Edward 
,.i 'i ... d oo lin-m .i' <•(.■ Deceived as to his nurnbers, thc^took 
p.o’ ; lliij \\ In .. oi.ee: the foe flic^ friends ever starf up 
* cry eaith ' ffi .■ ilUary partisans — gentlemen, knights, 

.. ■, — new li 'eked fast round the. adventurer. Then cam* 

I -- * id < Tomwcll, ami D’Ejncourt, ever true to York; and 

•: - o »er true to any cause. Then came, the brave knights 

• >*. ***■ i'i^ . and I)c lturgh; and no less than three thousand 

r. - ;..*! to Lord Hastings — the new man — obeyed the 

~:jd. nn, of hi couriers and joined their chief at Leicester. 

Kdv ard of March, who iiad landed at Itavcnspur with a hand- 
ad of In h ands, now saw a king’s army under his banner. * Then, 

* 'tin' perplexity and confusion which imolve the annals of this 
icrio.l may lie guessed b> I his — that two historians, eminent for 

7'/u< 7,/t/ nf th* Hu runt. If fit'. 
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the audacious Perjurer threw away the mash ; then , forth went 1 
not tlf*’ prayer of the attainted Duke of York — but the proclama¬ 
tion o/v'hc indignant King. England now beheld Iwo sovereigns, 
equal in their armies. It was no longer a rebellion to he crushed: 
it was a dynasty to be decided. 

VI. 

Lor I Warwick, with tin- loe in iho field and the traitor at the hearth. 

K\i:kv preeaution which human wisdom could foresee, had 
Lord Warwick taken to guard against in\;iM<m, or to ermh it ;tl 
tiie onset. * All the coasts on which it was most probable Kdward 
would land had been strongly guarded. And if the Humber had 
been left without regular troops, it was because prudence might 
calculate that the \erj sput where l-'.dwnrd did land tin 
>ery last lie. would have selected — unless guided by fate t" hi* 
destruction -- in tin* midst id an unfriendly population, "in 
in face of the armies of Nurlliiimherl.md and of .Montagu. 1 In 
moment the liaii heard ol Kdward's reception at.York - i.it iron 
the weakness wliie.li the false ('.larcnre (alrcadj in corresjimuiem t 
with tlloucester) imputed to him lie despatched to Montagu 
by Marmaduke Ac-vile, peremptory orders to iniereept Kdward': 
path, and giie him lialtle before lie could ad \ a nee f.ntlier toward: 
the centre of the island. We shall cvplain presently why thi: 
messenger did* not reach the Marquis. Hut Clarence was sunn 
liouiS before him in his intelligence and his measures. 

When the Karl nc^ heard that Kdward had passed Pmilcfrac 
with impunity, and had readied Doncaster, he (lew lirst to I.on 

research, (Litigant and Sharon Tinner mllcr sn widely as to 11.innii 
tiers who had now joined Kdward , that I iimard asserts that at (Sotting 
ham lie was at the head of fifty or .sixty ttiousand men; and Tinner gixe 
him, at the most, between six and sd'.en ttiousand. The latter seem 
nearer lit the truth. We must here regret, that Turner's partiality to tin 
House of York induces him to slur oxer Ld ward's detestable perjury a 
\ork, and to accumulate all rhetorical arts to command admiration fo 
his progress — to the prejudice of the salutary moral horror xxe ought t> 
feel for the atrocious pcilidx and xiolation of oath to which he oxxeu 
Hit* first impunity that secured the after triumph. 

* Hall. 
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Von, to arrange for its defence; consigned the care of Ilcury to 
ihe Archbishop of York, mustered a force already qunrlcrcdftn l^ic 
ncighhoiv'hnod of the metropolis, and then marched rapidly back 
towards Coventry, where he had left Clarence with soon mousand 
men: while he dispatched new messengers to Alontngu and North¬ 
umberland , severely rebuking the former for his supineness, 
and ordering him to march in all haste to attack Kdward in the 
rear. The Karl's activity, promptitude, and all-provident general¬ 
ship, form a mournful contrast to the error", the pusillanimity, 
and the treachery of others, which hitherto, as we have seen, 
made all his wisest schemes ahortitc. Despite Claicure's sul- 
lenmss, Warwick had diseoterod no reason, as jet, to doubt 
Ins good faith. The oath he had taken — not only to Henry , in 
London, but fb Warwick, at Amhoise had been the strongest 
wliich cm iih.d man to man. If the Duke had not gained all he 
had Imped, hy had still mueh to lose and mueh to dread hy de- 
seiln.n to h.dward. lie had been the loudest in bold assertions 
when lie • ran! of the intasion; and alone all, Isabel, whose in— 
lluenecmcr Clarence, at that time, the Karl meiratcd, had, at 
the tidings of so imminent a danger to her father, forgot all her 
displeasure and reeu\ered all her tenderness. 

During Warwick’s brief absence, Isabel had , indeed, exerted 
her utmost power to repair her former wrongs, and induce Clarence 
to he fa .hful to his oath. Although her inconsistency and irresolu¬ 
tion hao mill li weakened her influence with the DTiko , for natures 
like his are go-erned hut by the ascendancy of a stonily and 
tranquil will, yet still she so far pretailed, that the Duke had 
despatched to Itichaid a secret courier, informing him that he had 
finally resulted nut to desert Ids father-in-law. 

1 in.' teller rraehed (llon.vster as the invaders were mi their 
march to Cot “iiiry, before l|p-strung walls of which , the Duke of 
Clarence lay cur,.mped. Richard, after some intent and silent 
rcllectimi, beckoned to him his familiar Catcsby. 

“Marinaduke Nettle, whom our scouts seized on his t\ay to 
Pontefract, is safe, and in the rear?” 

“Yes, my Lord; prisoners but encumber us; shall I gite. 
orders to the Protest to end his. captitity ?” 


16 * 



*'^ver ready, Catesby!” said the Duke, with a fell smilu.V 
“fjo - - harkye, Clarence vacillates; if he hold firm to Warwick, 
and tlu,'jtwo forces light honestly against us, we are los'.; on the 
other hand, if Clarence join us, his defection will bring not only 
the men he commands, all of whom arc the retainers of the York 
lands and duchy, and therefore free from pect liar bias to the 
Karl, and easily lured back to their proper chief; hut it will set an 
example that will create such distrust and panic amongst the 
enemy, anti give such hope of fresh desertions to our own men, 
as will open to us the keys of the metropolis. Rut Clarence, I 
say, vacillates; look you, here is his letter from Amboise to 
KiugKdward; see, his Duchess, Warwick’s very daughter, ap¬ 
proves the promise it contains! If this letter reach Warwick, and 
Clarence knows it in his hand, he will have no option but to join 
us. lie will never dare to face the Earl, his pledge to Edward 
once revealed — ” 

‘‘Most, true; a very legal subtlety, my Lord,” said the Lawyer 
Catesby, admiringly. 

“ You can serve us in this. Call back; join Sir Marinadukc; 
affect to sympathize with him; affect to side with the Earl; affect 
to make terms for Warwick’s amity and favour; affect to betray 
us; affect to have stolen this letter, (live it to young Ncvilc, art¬ 
fully effect bis escape, as if against our knowledge, and commend 
him to lose not ™n hour — a moment — in gaining the Earl, and 
giving him so important a forewarning of the meditated treason of 
his son-in-law.” 

“I will do all; 1 comprehend: but how will the Duke learn in 
lime that the letter is on its way to Warwick?” 

“I will see the Duke, in his own tent.” 

“ And how shall I effect Sir Marmaduke's escape?” 

“Send hither the officer who guards the prisoner; I will give 
him orders to obey thee in all things.” 

The Invaders marched on. The Earl, meanwhile, had reached 
Warwick, — hastened thence, to throw himself into the stronger 
fortifications of the neighbouring Coventry, without the walls of 
which Clarence was still encamped; Edward advanced on the 
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‘.?wn of Warwick thus vacated; and Richard, at night, rode alone 
to the camp of Clarence.* * 

The gext day, the Earl was employed in giving ordei^ to fiis 
lieutenants to march forth, join the troops ofhis son-in-UKv, who 
were a mile from the walls, and advance upon Edward, who had 
that morning quitted Warwick town — when, suddenly, Sir Mar- 
inndukc Nevile rushed into his presence, and, faltering out — 
“Beware, beware!” placed in his hands the fatal letter Clarence 
had despatched from Amboisc. 

Never did blow more ruthless fall upon man's heart! Clarcnccjs 
perfidy — that might be disdained, but the closing lines, whtert 
revealed a daughter’s treachery — words cannot express the 
father's anguish. 

The letter dropped from his hand, a stupor seized his senses, 
and, ere 4 . t recovered, pale men hurried into his presence to 
relate how, •amidst joyous trumpets and streaming banners, 
Richard of (Gloucester had led the Duke of Clarence to the brotherly 
.embrad of Edward.** 

Breaking from these messengers of evil news, that could not 
now surprise, the Earl strode on, alone, to his daughter’s 
chamber. 

He plared (he letter in her hands, ?nd folding his arms, said 
— “What sayesl thou of this, Isabel ofClarence?” 

The terror, the shame, the remorse that seized upon the 
wretched lady — the death-like lips — the suppressed shriek — 
the momentary torpor, succeeded by the impulse which mifclc her 
fall at her father’s feet, and clasp his knees — told the Earl, if he 
had before doubted, that the letter lied not — that Isabel had 
known and sanctioned its contents. 

* Hall, nn-1 others. 

** Hall. Tlx- chronicler adds— “ It was no inarvell that the Duke of 
Clarence, with so smalt persuasion and less exhorting, turned from the 
Kart of Warwick's party, for, as you have heard before, thi* marrhan- 
tiitt was laboured, conducted, and concluded by a damsel!, when the 
Duke was in the French Court, to the Earl’s utter confusion.” Hume 
makes a notable mistake in deferring the date or Clarence’s desertion to 
the iiattle of Barnet. 



246 


Hy gazed on her (as she grovelled at his fed) with a look Ihqf-’ 
he.r ey>-s did well to shun. 

“<\trse me not — curse me not!” — cried Isabel,,jawed by 
his very silence. “It was but a brief frenzy. Evil counsel — cvrl 
passion! I was maddened that my boy had lost a crown. I re¬ 
pented — I repented —r- Clarence shall yet be Irum lie hath phv- 
mised it — vowed il to me; — hath written to Gloucester, to 
retract all — to —” 

/'“Woman! — Clarence is in Edward’s camp! ” 

_ Isabel started toiler feet, and uttered a shriek so wild am! 
despairing, that at least it gave to her father’s lacerated heart tin' 
i miserable solace of believing the las/ treason had not been shared. 
A softer expression — one of pity, if not of pardon — stole over 
his dark face. 

“I curse thee not,” lie said, “I rebuke thee not. Thy sin 
hath its own penance. Ill omen broods on the hearth of the house¬ 
hold traitor! never more shalt thou see holy love in a husband's 
smile. His kiss shall have the taint of Judas. From his arms thou 
shalt start with horror, as from those of thy wronged father’s be¬ 
trayer — perchance liis deathsmnn! Ill omen broods on tin- cradle 
of the child for whom a mother’s ambition was hut a daughter’s 
perfidy. Woe to thee, wife and mother ! Even my forgiveness can¬ 
not avert thy doom ! ” 

“Kill me — kill me!” exclaimed Isabel, springing towards 
him; but seeing his face averted, his arms folded on his breast 
that noble breast, never again her shelter — she fell lifeless-on the 
floor.* 

* As our narrative does not embrace the future fate of the Duchess 
of Clarence, the reader will pardon us if we remind hint (lint her first¬ 
born . (who Imre his illustrious grandfather's title of Earl of Warwick.) 
was east into prison, on the accession c^r Henry VII., and afterwards 
beheaded bv that king. Ily birth, he was the rightful heir to the throne. 
The ill-fated Isabel died young (fin* years after the date at which our 
tale has arrived). One of her female attendants was tried and executed 
on the charge of having poisoned her. Clarence lost no time in seeking 
to supply her place. He solicited the hand of Mary of Burgundy. sole 
daughter and heir of Charles the Bold. Edward's jealousy and fear 
forbade him to liskeii to an allianee that might, as Lingani observes, 
enable Clarence “to employ the power of Burgundy to win the crown ol 
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The Earl looked round, to see that none were hy to witness his 
weakness, took her gently in his arms, laid her on her conchy and, 
Lemlinggncr her a moment, prayed God to pardon her. 

lie then hastily left the room . ordered her handmaid#an<l her 
litter, and while she was yet nneonscioiis, the gales of the town 
opened, and fig-lli through the arch went the closed and curtained 
'vehicle which boro the ill-fated Duchess In the new home her hus¬ 
band had made with her father's foe! The Earl watched it from the 
easement of his tower, and said to himself, 

“1 had been unmanned had I known her within the same walls. 
Mow for e>er I dismiss her memoiy and her crime. Treachery hath 
done it- worst, and my soul is proof against all storms! " 

A * nigh! came messengers from Clarence and Edward, w ho 
h id I’Oumed to Warwick town, with olTeis of nnrdnn to the Karl — 
with o.oises of favour, power, and grace. To Edward, the 
Em 1 o 'gncd.no answer; to the messenger of Elarenee he gate this 
- • ■ ell thy mastei , 1 had liefer he always like myself, tliaii like a 
false . ..d perjured Duke, and that 1 am determined never to leave 
the war till I June lost mine own life, or utterly extinguished and 
put dow n my foes.” * 

After this terrible defection , neither his remaining forces, nor 
tin' panic, amongst them which the Duke’s desertion had oc¬ 
casioned, nor the mighty interests involved in the success of his 
arm-, nor the irretrievable advantage which even an engagement 
of equivocal result with the Earl in person , worjd give to Edward, 
justified Warwick in gratifying the anticipations of the enw.nv, — 
that his valour and wrath would urge hfm into immediate and im¬ 
prudent battle. 

Edward , after the vain bravado of marching up to.the walls of 
('i.vMilry, moved on towards London. Thither the Earl sent 
Marmaduke, enjoining the Archbishop of York and the Lord 
Mayor hut to hold out the city for three days, and he would come 
to their aid with such a force ns would ensure lasting triumph. 


England ;" and hence arose those dissensions which ended in the secret 
murder of the perjured Duke. 


Hall. 
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For, indeed, already were hurrying to his banner, Montagu,(. 
burnirf'T to retrieve his error— Oxford and Exeter, recovered from, 
and chafing at, their past alarm. Thither his nephew, FJ\tzhngh, 
led theLjrl’s own clansmen of Middleham; thither lycre spurring 
Somerset from the West ,* and Sir Thomas Dymoke from Lincoln¬ 
shire, and the Knight of Lyllon, with his hardy r elainers, fn.ni 
the Peak, Hold Hilyard waited not far from London, with a host" 
of mingled yeomen and bravos, reduced, as before, to discipline 
under his own sturdy energies, and the military craft of Sir John 
Coniers. If London would hut hold out till these forces could 
unite, Edward’s destruction was still inevitable. 

* Most historians slate that Somerset was then in I.oiiilon; lmt 
Shame Turner quotes llarleian MSS., 3S, to show that he hail left the 
metropolis to raise an arm> from the Western counties,” ail.I ranks 
him amongst the generals at the halite of liariiet. 
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R 0 0 K XII, 

THE BATTLE OF BAB NET. 


1 . 

A King in hi< city hopes lo recover his realm -- a woman in her chamber 
fears to forfeit her own. 

Kim v.-.o and his army reached St. Albans, (irent commotion 
— great joy wgre in the Sanctuary of Westminster! The. Jerusalem 
Chamber, therein, was made the high council hall of the friends of 
York, (. eat commotion , great terror were in the city of London — 
timid Master Stokton had been elected the Mayor, horribly 
frightened either to side with an Edward or a Henry, timid Master 
Stokton feigned or fell ill. Sir Thomas Cook , a wealthy and in¬ 
fluential citizen, and a member of the House of Commons, had 
been appointed deputy in his stead. Sir Thomas Cook took fright 
also, and ran away.* The power of the city thus fell into the hands- 
ofUrsewikc, the Recorder, a zealous Yorkist. C^-cal commotion, 
great scorn, were in the breasts of the populace, as the Ard^/shop 
of York, hoping thereby to rekindle their loyalty, placed King 
Henry on horseback, and paraded him through the streets. from 
Chepeside to Walbrook, from Walbrook to St. I*aul\; for the 
news ot Edward's arrival, and the sudden agitation and excitement 
it produced on bis enfeebled frame, had brought upon the poor 
King one of the epileptic, attacks to which he had been subject from 
childhood, and which made the cause of his frequent iihhecility; 
and, just recovered from such a lit— his eyes vacant — his face 
haggard — his head drooping, the spectacle of such an antagonist 
to the vigorous Edward, moved only pity in the few, and ridicule 


Fabyan. 
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in the many. Two thousand Yorkist gentlemen wore in the various 
sanctuaries; aided and headed liy the Karl of Ksscv, they ramc. 
forth ai*’ted and*clamorous, scouring the streets, and v J iouting, 
“ King lMiward! ” with impunity. Edward's popularity in London 
was heightened amongst the merchants by prudent reminiscences 
of the vast, debts In* had incurred , which his victory only could dter 
enable him to repay to his good citizens. * The women, always, 
in such a moment, active parti/ans, and useful, deserted their 
hearths to canvass all strong arms and stout hearts for the hand¬ 
some woman-lover.** The Yorkist Archbishop of Canterbury did 
liis best with the ecclesiastics, — the Yorkist Ileenrder his best 
with the Hal caps. Alwyn, true, to his anti-feudal principles, 
animated all the voting freemen to support the Merchant King 
the favourer of Enmmcrcc. — ///.• Man of' his ./go.' The city 
authorities began to yield to their own and the general metropolitan 
| redileelions. lint still the Archbishop had si* thousand soldiers 
at his disposal, and London could he yet saved to Warwick , if «ho 
Archbishop acted with energy, and /cal, and good f.iilh. That 
such was his lies! intention is dear, from his appeal to the public 
loyalty in King Henry’s procession; but when he perceived liovv 
little ell’eel that pageant had produced — when, t>n rc-cntciing the 
lti-diop of London's palace , he saw before him the guileless, help¬ 
less puppet of contending factions, gasping for breath , scarce able 
to articulate, the heartless Prelate turned away, with a muttered 
ejaculation of contempt: 

“Clarence had not deserted said he to himself, “unless'lie 
saw greater profit with King Edward ! ” And then lie began to com¬ 
mune wit*' himself, and to commune with his brother-prelate of 
Canterbury ; and in the midst of all this commune arrived Catesby, 
charged with messages to the Archbishop from Edward— mes¬ 
sages full of promise and affection oh the one hand —- of menace 
and revenge upon the other. Brief, — Warwick’s cup of bitter¬ 
ness bail not yet been tilled; that night the Archbishop and the 
Mayor of London met, and the Tower was surrendered to Ed¬ 
ward's frieuds; — the nevt day Edward and his army entered, 


• 4 


• * 


lint! 
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amidst the shouts of the populace — rode to St. Paul’s, where 
the Archbishop* met him, leading Henry by the hand, r^ain a 
papIne; 4 1 - cnee Mil ward proceeded to Westminster Abbty, and, 
fresh from his atrocious perjury at York', offered thanksgivings for 
its success. The Sanctuary yielded up its royal fugitives, and, 
in jfty and in po«ip, Milwanl led liis wife and her new born babe, 
with .lacijuetta and his elder children , to Baynard's Mastic. 

The next morning, (tin* third day,) true to bis pronHse War¬ 
wick mai' hed towards London with the mighty armament he had 
now collected. Treason had done its work — the. metropolis was 
so*.remh-red , and King llenrv in tin'Tower. 

* • These things consideredsnvs the cluonicler, “the Marl 
saw tl' ii .-ill e.iletilalions of neressity were brought to this end, -- 
tliat tlo'i must‘now he committed to the hazard and chance of one 
battle.' " lie halted, therefore, at SI. Alban’s, to rest bis 
1 reo,>s; -noi marching thence towards Itarnet, pitched liis tents 
on upland ground, then called the Heath or Chase of tllads- 
.moor, and wailed the coming foe. 

Nor did Kdward linger long from that stern meeting. Entering 
London on the lltli of April, he prepared to quit it on the lath. 
Besides the force he bad brought with him he had now recruits 
in liis parti/ans from the sanctuaries and other hiding-plac es in the 
metropolis, while London furnished him, from her high-spirited 
you'hs, a gallant troop of how and hillmen, whom Alwyn had 
enlisted, and to whom Mdward willingly appoifiled, as captain, 
Alwyn himself; — who had atoned for his submission loTleiirv’s 
restoration by such signal activity on behalf of the young king, 
whom he associated with the interests of his class, and the weal 
or tin* great commercial city, which some years afterwards re¬ 
warded his affection hv electing him to her chief magistracy. *** 

* Sharon turner. It is a comfort to think that this Archbishop was, 
two years afterwards. first robbed, arid then imprisoned, by Kdward IV., 
nor did he recover his liberty till a few weeks before his death, in lltli, 
(five years subsequently to the battle of liarnul.) 

** Ilall. 

*** Nicholas Alwyn, the representative of (hat generation which aided 
the commercial and autifeudal policy of Kdward IV. and Kiehard III., 
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It was on that very day, the 13th of April, some hours before 
the dc^prture of the York army, that Lord Hastings entered the 
Tower ,\to give orders relative to the removal of the .'inhappy 
Henry, Mvkom Edward had resolved to lake with him on his 
march. 

And as he had so ordered, and was about to^elnrn, Alwtyn, 
emerging from one of the interior courts, approached him in much 
agitation, and said thus— “Pardon me, my lord, ifinsograve 
an hour I recall your attention to one you may haply have for¬ 
gotten.” 

“Ah, the poor maiden; but you told me, in the hurried 
words that we have already interchanged, that she was safe and 
well.” 

“Safe, my lord — not well. Oh, hear me. I depart to 
battle for your cause and your king’s. A gentleman in your train 
has avised me that you arc married to a noble dame in the foreign 
land. If so, this girl, whom I have loved so long and truly, may 
yet forget you — may yet be mine. Oh, give me that hope, to 
make me a braver soldier.” 

“But,” said Hastings, embarrassed, and with a changing 
countenance, “but time presses, and I know not where the de¬ 
moiselle — ” 

“She is here,” interrupted Alwyn; “here, within these 
walls — in yonder court-yard. I have just left her. You, 
whom she loves, 'forgot her! 7, whom she disdains, remembered. 
I went 'io see to her safety — to counsel her to rest here for the 
present, whatever betides: and, at every word I said, she broke 
in upon me but with one name — that name was thine! And 
when stung, and in the impulse of the moment, I exclaimed,— 
*ne deserves not this devotion! They tell me, Sybill, that Lord 
Hastings has found a wife in exile’ t — oh, that look! that cry! 
they haunt me still. ‘Prove it —- prove it, Alwyn,* she cried, 
‘And —’ I interrupted, ‘and thou couldst yet, for thy father’s 
sake, be true wife to me?’” 

and welcomed its eonsmnniation under their Tudor successor, rose to 
he l.ord Mayor of London in the fifteenth year of the reign of Henry VII. 
— iVabyan. 
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“Heranswer, Alwyn?” 4 

“It was this — ‘For my father’s sake only, then, couhVI live 
on; and j-’ her sobs stopped her speech, till she cried ag/n, "*I 
believe it not! thou hast deceived me. Only from his ijps will I 
hear the sentence.’ Go to her, manfully and frankly, as be- 
confcs you , hi”1#lord — go! It is but a single sentence thou hast 
to say, and thy heart will be the lighter, and tyiine arm the 
stronger, for those honest words.” 

Hastings pulled his cap over his brow, and stood a moment as 
if in reflection ; he then said , “ Show me the way; thou art right. 
It '• > due to her and to thee; and as, by this hour to-morrow, iny 
soul may stand before the Judgment scat, that poor child's pardon 
may take one sin from the large account.” 


II. 


Sharp is the kiss of the falcon's beak! 

Hastings stood in the presence of the girl to whom he had 
pledged his truth. They were alone; but in the next chamber 
might be heard the peculiar sound made by the mechanism of the 
Eureka. Happy and lifeless mechanism, which moves, and 
toils and strives on , to change the destiny of millions, but hath 
neither ear, nor eye, nor sense, nor heart — the avenues of Fain 
to Man! She had — yes, literally — - she had recognised his 
step upon the stair, she had awakened at once from that mill and 
icy lethargy with which the words of Alwyn had chained life and 
soul. She sprang forward as Hastings entered — she threw her¬ 
self in delirious joy, upon his bosom. “Thou art come — thou 
art! It is not true — not true. Heaven bless thee! — thou art 
come!’ Hut sudden as the movement, was the recoil. Drawing 
herself back, she gazed steadily on his face and said,— “Lord 
Hastings, they tell me thy band is another’s. Is it true?” 

“Hear me!” answered the nobleman. “When first I—” 

“ Ob, God! — oh, God! he answers not — he falters. Speak! 
Is it true?” 

“It is true. I am wedded to another.” 
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Sybil! did not fall to the ground, nor faint, nor give vent to 
noisytoassion. Kilt the rich colour which before had been lining 
and lityil, deserted her cheek, and left it ol an allien v}Jntcnc«s; 
the lipAji too, grew tightly compressed, and her small lingers, 
interlaced, were clasped vviLli strained and conMilsive energy. so 
that the quivering of the very arms was perceptibly. In all elsi* she 
seemed composed, as she said, “I thank you, my Lord, for the 
simple truth — no more, is needed. Heaven bless you and yours! 
l'are we 11! ” 

“Stay! — you shall — you must hear me on. Thou knowest 
how dearly iu youth I loved Katherine Ncvile. In manhood the 
memory of that love haunted me, but beneath thy sweet smile l 
deemed it, at last, effaced;— I left thee to seek the King, and 
demand his assent to our union. I speak not of obstacles that 
•then arose; — in the midst of them I learned Katherine was lone 
and widowed — was free. At her own summons; 1 sought her 
presence, and learned that she had loved me ever —-loved me 
still. The intoxication of my early dream returned, reverse 
and exile followed close — Katherine left her slate, her fortunes, 
her native land, and followed the banished man, and so memory, 
•and gratitude, and destiny concurred, and the mistress of my 
youth became my wife. None other could have replaced thy 
image — none other have made me forget the faith 1 pltdged thee. 
The thought of thee has still pursued me — will pursue me to the 
last. I dare nifi say now that I love thee still, but yet — ” He 
pauseti, but rapidly resumed, “Enough, enough —dear art 
thou to me, and honoured — dearer, more honoured than a 
sister. Thank Heaven, at least, and thine own virtue, my 
1'alsehood‘leaves thee pure and stainless. Thy hand may yet bless 
a worthier man. If our cause triumphs, thy fortunes, thy lather’s 
fate, shall he my fondest care. Never — never will my sleep he 
sweet, and my conscience laid to rest, till I hear thee say , as ho¬ 
noured wife — perchance, as blessed and blessing mother -- 
‘False ono, I am happy ! ’ ” 

A cold smile, at these last words, flitted over the girl's face — 
the smile of a broken heart — but it vanished, and with that 
strange mixture of sweetness and pride — mild and forgiviug, yet 



still spirited and firm — which belonged her character, she 
timed herself to Iho Iasi and saddest effort to preserve dignity and 
conceal ^lespair. “Farther words, my lord; arc idle f— I*un 
viglilly punished for a proud folly. Lei not woman loveybovo her 
stale. Think no more of my destiny.” 

•“.No, no interrupted the remorseful Lord, “thy destiny 
must haunt me till thou hast chosen one with a^belter right to 
protect thee.” 

At the repetition of that implied desire ro transfer hrr also to 
another — a noble indignation came to mar the calm for which she 
had hitherto not vainly struggled. “Oh, man!” she exclaimed, 
wiili passion, “does thy dereil gi\e me the right to derrive an¬ 
other ! I — I w ed ! — I — I vow at the altar — a love dead, dead 
forever de‘ul as my own heart! Why mockest thou with the 
lmllov. jiiirasc, ‘Tlmu art pure and stainless?’ Is the virgiuity of 
ihe sou! still left? Do the tears I have shed for thee — doth the 
thrill of my heart, when 1 heard thy voice — doth the plighted kiss 
that uiriis, burns now into my brow, and on my lips — do these, 
these leave me free to earry to a new affection (he cinders and 
ashes of a soul thou hast ravaged and deflowered? Oh, coarse 
and rude belief of men , — that nought is lost if the mere form he 
pure ! The freshness of the first feelings, the bloom of the sinless 
thought, the sigh, the blush of the devotion — never, never felt 
bin once! these, these make the true dower a maiden should 
bring to the hearth to which she comes as vvif... .Oh, taunt! — 
Oh, insult! to speak to me of happiness - - of (he altau* Thou 
never knewc'-t, Lord, how I really loved thee!” And for the 
first time , a violent gush of tears came to relieve her hem I. 

Hastings was almost equally overcome. Well exj eriencepl as 
lie vva- in those partings, when maids reproach and gallants pray 
for pardon , hut -Lill sigh — ‘Farewell-- he had now no words 
to answer Uiai burst of uncontrollable agony, and he^ felt at once 
bumbled and relieved, when Sybil! again, with one of those 
struggles which exhaust years of life, and almost leave us callous 
to all after trial, pressed hark the scalding tears, and said , with 
unnatural sweetness — “Pardon me, my Lord — I meant not In 
reproach — the words escaped me - think of them no more. I 
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would fain, at least’, part from you now, as I had once hoped to 
part ft>*m you at the last hour of life — without one memory of 
bitterness and anger, so that my conscience, whatevernts other 
griefs, i. ight say — ‘My lips never belied my heart — my words 
never pained him!' And now then. Lord Hastings, in all 
charity, we part. Farewell, for ever and for ev-r! Thou hast 
wedded one wffo loves thee, doubtless, as tenderly as I had done. 
Ah! cherish that affection! There are times even in thy career 
when a little love is sweeter than much fame. If thou thinkest I 
have aught to pardon thee, now with my whole heart I pray, as 
while life is mine that prayer shall be murmured — ‘Heaven for¬ 
give this man, as I have! Heaven make his home the home of 
peace, and breathe into those now near and dear to him the love 
and the faith that 1 once — ’ ” She stopped, for the words choked 
her, and, hiding her face, held out her hand, in sign of charily 
and of farewell. 

“ Ah! if I dared pray like thee,” murmured Hastings, press¬ 
ing his lips upon that burning haud, “how should I weary 
Heaven to repair, by countless blessings, the wrong which I have 
done thee. And Heaven will — oh, it surely will!” — He pressed 
the hand to his heart, dropped it, and was gone. 

In the court-yard he was accosted by Alwyu — 

“Thou hast been frauk, my Lord?” 

“I have.” 

“And she bears it, and—” 

“Sec how sln< forgives, and how / suffer!” said Hastings, 
turning his face towards his rival; and Alwyn saw that the tears 
were rolling down his checks — “ Question me no more." 

There was a long silence — they quitted the precincts of the 
Tower, and were at the river-side. Hastings, waving his hand 
to Alwyn, was about to enter the bos J which was to bear him to 
the war-council assembled at Ilaynard’s Castle, when the trader 
stopped him, and said, anxiously — 

“Think you not, for the present, the Tower is the safest 
asylum for Sybill and her father? If we fail and Warwick returns, 
they are protected by the Earl; if we triumph, thou wilt ensure 
their safety from all foes?” 
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' ‘‘Surely: — in either ease, their present home is the^mosl 
secure.” 

, The two men then parted ; and not long afterwards, Hastings, 
who led the on-guard, was on his way towards Barnet: with him 
aKnmcnt the f’ojjt volunteers under Alwyn. The army of York 
was on its march. Gloucester, to whose vigilanc\ and energy 
were left the final preparations, was necessarily the last of the 
generals to quit the city. And suddenly, while his steed was at 
the gate ofBaynard’s Castle, he entered, armed vap-d-pio , into 
.the chamber where the Duchess of Bedford sale with her grand¬ 
children : “Madame,” said he, “I have a grace to demand from 
you, which will, methiuks, not ho displeasing. My lieutenants 
report to me that an alarm has spread amongst my men — a reli¬ 
gious horror of some fearful bombards and guns which have been 
de\iscd by a sunrercr in Lord Warwick’s pay. Your famous Friar 
Bungcy has been piously amongst them, promising, however, 
that li." mists which now creep mcr the earth shall last through the 
night ami the early morrow; and if In; deceive us not, we may 
post our men so as to elude the hostile artillery. But, sith the 
Friar is so noted and iulluential, and sith there is a strong fancy 
that the winds which havodriven back Margaret obeyed his charm, 
the soldiers clamour out for him to attend us, and, on the very 
tield Uself, counteract the spells* of the Lancastrian nigromancer. 
The 'ood Friar, more accustomed to light with fiends titan men, 
is daunted, and resists. As niurh may depend on his sliow4tig us 
good will, and making our fellows suppose we have the best of the 
witchcraft, I pray you to command his attendance, and cheer up 
his courage. lie waits without.” 

“A most notable ~ a most wise advice, beloved Richard!” 
cried the Duchess. “Friar Bungcy is, indeed, a potent man. 

I will win him at rice to your will; ” and the Duchess hurried from 
tho room. 

The Friar’s bodily fears, quieted at last by assurances that he 
should be posted in a place of perfect safety during the battle, and 
his avarice excited by promises of the amplest rewards, he con¬ 
sented to accompany the troops upon one stipulation — viz., that 
the atrocious Wizard, who had so often baflled his best spells — 
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the very Wizard who had superintended the accursed bombards, 
arid predicted Edward’s previous defeat and flight, (together with 
the diabolical invention, in which all the malice and strength of his 
sorcery were centred,) might, according to Jacquetta’s former 
promise, be delivered forthwith to his mercy V| and accompany 
him to the v^-ry spot, where he was to dispel and counteract the 
Lancastrian nigromancer’s enchantments. The Duchess, too 
glad to purchase the Friar’s" acquiescence on such cheap terms, 
and to whose superstitious horror for Adam’s lore in the Mack 
Art, was now added a purely political mulitc for desiring him to, 
bn made away with - inasmuch as in the Sanctuary she had, al 
last, extorted from Elizabeth the dark secret which might make 
him a very dangerous witness against the interests and honour of 
Edward — readily and joyfuHy consented to this proposition. 

A strong guard was at once despatched to the,Tower with the 
Friar himself, followed by a covered wagon, which was to servo 
for conveyance to Bungcy and his victim. 

In the. meanwhile, Sybill, after remaining for some time in tho 
chamber Hastings had abandoned to her solitary woe, had passed 
to the room in which her father held mute commune with his 
Eureka. 

The machine was now thoroughly completed; — improved, 
and perfected, to the utmost art the inventor ever could attain. 
Thinking that t*;e prejudice against it might have arisen from its 
uneoK'h appearance, the poor philosopher had sought now to give 
it a gracious and imposing appearance. He had painted and gilt it 
with his own hands — it looked bright and gaudy in its gay hues; 
its outward form was worthy of the precious and propitious jewel 
which lay hidden in its centre. 

“See, child — see!” said Adam; “is it not beautiful and 
comely?” 

“My dear father, yes!” answered the poor girl, as still she 
sought to smile; then, after a short silence, she continued — 
“Father, of late, methinks, I have too much forgotten thee; 
pardon me, if so. Henceforth, I have no care iu life hut thee — 
henceforth let me ever, when thou toilest, cotne and sit by thy 
side. I would not be alone! — I dare not! Father — father! 
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ficrd shield thy harmless life! I have nothing to love under heaven 
but thee! ” 

The good man turned wistfully, and raised, with tremulous 
hands, the sad fare that had pressed itself on his bosom. Gazing 
thorium mournfully, he said — “Some new grief hitfh chanced to 
thee, my child. Me thought I heard another voice Xesides thine 
in yonder room. Ah! has Lord Hastings—” 

“father, spare me ! — thou wort too right — thou 'didst judge 
too wisely — Lord Hastings is wedded to another! But see, J can 
smile still — I am calm. My heart will not break so long as it hath 
thee to love and pray for!” 

She wound her arms round him ns she spoke, and he roused 
himself from his World out of Earth again. Though he could 
bring no comfort, tiierc was something, at least, to the forlorn 
one, in ids words oflovc — in bis tears of pity. 

They *>( down together, side by side, as the evening dar¬ 
kened. The Eureka forgotten in the hour of its perfection! They 
noted not the torches which (lashed below, reddened at Intervals 
the Will's of their chamber, and gave a glow to the gay gilding and 
bright lines of the gaudy model. Yet those torches nickered round 
the litter that was to convey Henry the Peaceful to the battle-field, 
which was to decide the dynasty of his realm! The torches va¬ 
nished , and forth from the dark fortress went the captive King. 

■Sight succeeded to eve, when again the red glc«rn shot upward 
on th- Eureka, playing with fantastic smiio on its quaint asp^t — 
steps and voices, and the clatter of arms, sounded in the yard, 
on the stairs, in the adjoining chamber — and suddenly the door 
was flung open, and, followed by some half score soldiers, strode 
in the terrible Friar. 

“Aba, Master Adam! who is the greater nigromanccr now? 
Seize him! — Away! And help you, Master Sergeant to bear 
this piece of the foul fiend's cunning devising. Ho, ho! sec you 
how it is tricked out and furbished up — all for the battle, 1 war¬ 
rant ye! ” 

The soldiers bad already seized upon Adam, who, stupefied 
by astonishment rather than fear, uttered no sound, and at¬ 
tempted no struggle. But it was iu vain they sought to tear 

17 
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fijorn diim Sybill’s clinging and protecting arms. A supernatural 
strength, inspired by a kind of superstition that no harm could 
chance ^'o him while she was by, animated her slight Wm; and 
iiercc though the soldiers were, they shrunk from actual and bru¬ 
tal violence tp one thus young and fair. Those small hands clung 
so (irmly, ttyM it seemed nothing but the edge of the sword could 
sever the child’s clasp from the father’s neck. 

“ Harm him not — harm him at your peril, Friar! ” she cried, 
with flashing eyes. “Tear him from me, and if King Edward win 
the day. Lord Hastings shall have thy life; if Lord Warwick, thy 
days are numbered, too. Beware, and avaunt!” 

The Friar was startled. He had forgotten Lord Hastings in the 
zest of his revenge. He feared that, if Sybill were left behind, 
the tale she might tell would indeed bring on him a powerful foe in 
the daughter’s lo\er —on the other hand, should Lord Warwick 
get the belter, what vengeance would await her appeal to the great 
protector of her father! He resolved, therefore, on the instant, 
to take Sybill as well as her father; and if the fortune of the day 
allowed him to rid himself of Warner, a good occasion might 
equally occur to dispose for ever of the testimony of Sybill. lie 
had already formed a cunning calculation in desiring Warner’s 
company; for while, should Edward triumph , the sacrifice of the 
hated Warner was resolved upon, yet, should the Earl get the 
belter, he cou.VI. make a merit to Warner that he (the Friar) had 
not <J’»Iy spared, hut saved, his life, in making him his compa¬ 
nion. ■ It was in harmony with this double policy that the Friar 
mildly answered to Sjbill — 

“Tush, my daughter! Perhaps if your father be true to King 
Edward, and>aid my skill instead of obstructing it, he may be 
none the worse for the journey he must take; and if thou iikest to 
go with him, there ‘s room in the vehicle, and the more the 
merrier. Harm them not, soldiers — no doubt they will follow 
quietly enow.” 

As he said this, the men, after first crossing themselves, had 
already hoisted up the Eureka: and when Adam saw it borne from 
the room, he instinctively followed the bearers. Sybill, relieved 
by the thought that, for weal or for woe, she should, at least, 
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share her father’s fate, and scarce forebriWqg much positive 
danger from the party which contained Hastings and Alwyu, at¬ 
tempted no further remonstrance. 

The hmrekn was placed in the enormous vehicle — it yrved as 
a barrier between the Friar and his prisoners. 

The Friar himself, as soon as the wagon was in motion, ad¬ 
dressed himself civilly enough to his fellow-travellers, and as¬ 
sured them there was nothing to fear, unless Adam thought lit to 
disturb his incantations. The captives answered not his address, 
but nestled close to each other, interchanging, at intervals, words 
of comfort, and recoiling as far as possible from the ex-lregetmir, 
who, having taken with him a more congenial companion, in the 
simp** of a great leathern bottle, finally sunk into the silent and 
complacent doze vvliiph usually rewards the libations to the Bro¬ 
ra ian god. 

The vehicle,, with many other baggage-waggons in the rear of 
the army, in that memorable night-march, moved mournfully 
on; the night continued wrapped in fog and mist, agreeably to the 
weatherwise predictions of the Friar; the rumbling groan of the 
vehicle, the tramp of the soldiers, the dull rattle of their arms, 
with now and then the neigh of some knight’s steed in the distance, 
were the only sounds that broke the silence, till once, as they 
neared their destination, Svbill started from her father’s bosom, 
and slmdderingly thought she recognised the. hoarse chant and the 
tinkling bells of the ominous Tymbestcrcs. 

HI. 


A pause. 

Is the profound darkness of the night, and the thick fog, 
Edwat.l had stationed his men at a venture upon the heath at 
Gladsmoor,* and hastily environed the camp with palisades and 
trenches. He hat! intended to have rested immediately in front of 
the for, hut, in the darkness, mistook the eitcnt of the hostile 
line, ami his men were rauged only opposite to the left side of the 

* Edward *• had the greater number of men.” — Ilall. p. 296. 
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Earl's force (lowipKis Iladlcy)leaving the right unopposed. Most 
fortunate for Edward was this mistake; for Warwick’s arlilloi-y* 
and the new and deadly bombards he had constructed, were placed 
in the of the Karl's army; and the provident Earl,* naturally 
supposing Edward's left was there opposed to him, ordered his 
gunners to cannonade all night. Edward, “a^ the flashes of the 
guns illumed* by (its the gloom of midnight, saw the advantage of 
his unintentional error; and to prevent Warwick from discovering 
it, reiterated his orders for the most profound silence.”* Thus 
even his very blunders favoured Edward more than the wisest pre¬ 
cautions had served his fated foe. 

Raw, cold, and dismal dawned the morning of the lilh of 
April, the Easter Sabbath. In the fortunes of that day weic in¬ 
volved those of all the persons who hitherto, in the course of this 
narrative, may have seemed to move in separate orbits from the 
liery star of Warwick. Now, in this crowning hour, the vast and 
gigantic destiny of the Great Earl comprehended all upon which its 
darkness or its light had fallen: not only (lie luxurious Edward, 
the perjured Clarence, the haughty Margaret, her gallant son, the 
gentle Anne, the remorseful Isabel, the dark guile of Gloucester, 
the rising fortunes of the gifted Hastings, — hut on the hazard of 
that die rested the hopes of Iliiyard, and tiie interests of the trader, 
Alvvjn, and the permanence of that frank, chivulric, hardy, still 
half Norman race, of which Nicholas Alwyn and his Saxon class 
were the rival fiutagonislic principle, and Marmaduke Nevilc the 
orditfaly type.. Dragged, inexorably into the whirlpool of that 
mighty fate, were even the very lives of the simple Scholar — of 
liis obscure and devoted Child. Here, into this gory ocean, all 
scattered' rivulets and streams had hastened to merge at last. 

But grander and more awful than all individual interests were 
those assigued to the fortunes oflh'^s battle, so memorable in the 
English canals: —«the ruin or triumph of a dynasty; — the fall of 
that warlike Baronage, of which Richard Nevilc was the persona¬ 
tion — the crowning (lower — the greatest representative and the 
last — associated with memories of turbulence and excess it is 
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true, but with the proudest and grandcst'tvjhicvcmcnfs in our 
early history — with all such liberty as had bcenYet achieved since 
the Norman Conquest — with all such glory as had made thofe- 
land famous , — here with Rimnymede , and there with Cressy! — 
the rise of a crafty, plotting, imperious.Despotism, batted upon 
the growing sympathy of craftsmen and traders, and ripening on 
the one hand to flic Tudor tyranny, the Republican Reaction under 
the Stuarts, the Slaicry, and the Ci\il War — but, ou the other 
hand, to the concentration of all the vigour and life of genius into 
a single and strong Government, the graces, the arts, the letters 
of a polished Court, the freedom, the energy, the resources of a 
Commercial Population, destined to rise above the tyranny at 
which it had first connived, and give to the emancipated Saxon the 
m u hols of the world. Upon the victory of that day, nil these con¬ 
tending interests — this last alternatiic in the future-- swayed 
and trembled. Out, then, upon that mlgar craving of those 
who comprehend neither the last truths of Life, nor the grandeur 
of Idea! Art, and who ask frpm poet or narrator, the poor and 
petty morality of “ Poetical Justice’' — a justice existing not in our 
work- 'ay World — a justice existing not in the sombre page of 
History — a justice existing not in the loftier conceptions of men 
w hose Genius has grappled w ith the enigmas which art and poetry 
only can fore-shadow and diwuc: — unknown to us in the street 
and the market — unknown to us on the scaffold of the patriot, or 
amidst the flames of the martyr — unknown to us in the Lear and 
the llamlet — in the Agamemnon and the Prometheus, pillions 
upon millions, ages upon ages, are entered but as items in the 
vast account in which the recording angel sums up the unerring 
justice of God to Man. 

Raw, cold, and dismal, dawned the morning of the four¬ 
teenth of April. And on that very day Margaret and her son, and 
the wife and daughter of Lord Warwick, landed, at last, on thfe 
shores of England.* Come they for joy, or for woe — fur victory, 
or despair? I he issue of this day's fight on the Heath of Giads- 
lnoor will decide. Prank thy halls, O Westminster, for the. 


Margaret landed at Weymouth —Ladj Warwick, at Portsmouth. 
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triumph of the L«jpiastrian king—or, open ihou, O Grave, to 
receive the saint-like Henry and his noble Son. The King-maker 
go\,s before ye, saint-like Father arid noble Son, to prepare 
your thrones amongst the Living, or your mansions amongst the 
Dead! ’ 


IV. 

T li e 1) a 111 e. 

Raw, cold, and dismal, dawned the morning of the fourteenth 
of April. The heavy mist still covered both armies, but their hum 
and stir was already heard through the gloaming, — the neighing 
of steeds, and the clangour of mail. Occasionally ,a movement of 
either force made dim forms, seeming gigantic through the vapour, 
indistinctly visible to the antagonist army; and there was something 
ghastly and unearthlike in these ominous shapes, suddenly seen, 
and suddenly vanishing, amidst thq sullen atmosphere. By this 
time, Warwick had discovered the mistake of his gunners; for, 
to the right of the Karl, the silence of the Yorkists was still 
unbroken, while abruptly from the thick gloorii to the left broke 
the hoarse mutter, and low growl of the awakening war. Not a 
moment was lost by the Karl in repairing the error of the night: 
liis artillery wheeled rapidly from the right wing, and, sudden as 
a storm of lightning, the fire from the cannon (lashed through the 
dun and heavy vapour; and, not far from the very spot where 
Hastings was marshalling the wing entrusted to his command, 
made a deep chasm in the serried ranks. Death had begun his 
feast! 

At thai'momont, however, from the centre of the Yorkist army, 
arose, scarcely drowned by the explosion that deep-toned shout 
of enthusiasm , vvhieli, he who has ok ce heard it, coming, as it 
were, from the One Heart of an armed Multitude, will ever recall 
as the most kindling and glorious sound which ever quickened the 
pulse and thrilled the hlood, — for along that part of the army now 
rode King Edward. His mail was polished as a mirror, hut other¬ 
wise unadorned, resembling that which now invests his effigies at 
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the Tower, * and the housings of his step'A.were spangled with 
silver suns, for the silver sun was the eognizanccVm all his banners. 
His head was bare, and through the hazy atmosphere the g@ft of 
his ricif locks seemed literally to shine. Followed by his body 
squire, with his helm and lance, and the lords in hisdinmediate 
stjjlf, his truncheon in his hand, he passed slowly along the steady 
line, till‘halting where he deemed his voice cftuld he farthest 
heard, he reined in, and lifting his hand, the shout of the soldiery 

was hushed,.though still while he spoke'from Warw ick's archers 

came the arrowy shower, and still the gloom was pierced and the 
hush interrupted by the flash and the roar of the bombards. 

“Englishmen and friends,” said the martial chief, “to bold 
d‘'pds go hut few words. Before you is the foe! From Uavenspur 
!■> London I Iqive marched — treason flying from my sword, loyalty 
gathering to my standard. With hut two thousand men, on the 
1 itli of Mar^h, 1 entered England— on the l Uh of April, lifty 
thousand is my muster-roll. Who shall say, then, that I am not 
King , when one month mans a monarch’s army from his subjects’ 
low* And well know ye, now, that my cause is yours and 
England's! Those against us, are men who would rule in despite 
of law — Itarons whom I gorged with favours, and who would 
reduce this fair realm of King, Lords, and Commons, to he the 
appanage and properly of one man’s measureless ambition — (lie 
paik, forsooth, the homestead to Lord Warwick’s private house! 
Ye Gentlemen and Knights of England, let them and their rabble 
prosper, and your properties will bo despoiled — your livfs inse¬ 
cure — all law struck dead. What differs Bichard of Warwick 
from Jack Ode, save that if his name is nobler, so is his treason 
greater? Commoners and Soldiers of Kngland — Freemen, how¬ 
ever humble — what do these rebel Lords (who wou!d*rule in the 
ii.mie of Lancaster) desire? To reduce you to villeins arid to 
bsiinlsmcn, as your fore-1'.Pthcrs were to them. Ye. owe freedom 
from the Barons to the just laws of my Sires your Kings. Gentlc-i 

* The suit of armour, however, which the visitor-to the Royal 
Armor? is expected to believe King Edward could have worn, is in- 
iiiiilt-ly loo small for such credulity. Edward's height was six feet two 
inches. 



men and Knights, CVmmoncrs and Soldiers, Edvard the Fourth 
upon his throne, ^vill not profit by a victory more than you. This 
is iC) war of dainty chivalry — it is a war of true men against false. 
No quarter! Sparc not either knight or lidding! Y.-anvick, 
forsooth, will not smite the Commons. Truly not — the rubble* 
arc his friends. J say to you—” and Edward, pausing in the 
excitement ami'sanguinary fury of his tiger nature — the soldiers, 
heated like himself to the thirst of blood, saw his eyes spathic, 
and his teeth gnash, as he added in a deeper and lower, but not 
less audible voice, “I say to you, sjlayali.!* What heel spares 
the viper’s brood?” 

“We will — we will!” was the horrid answer, which came 
hissing and muttered fortli from morion and cap of steel. 

“Hark! to their bombards!” resumed Edward. “The 
enemy would light from afar, for they excel us in their archers 
and gunners. Upon them, then — hand to hand, and man to 
man! Advance banners — sound trumpets! Sir. Oliver, my 
bassinet! Soldiers, if my standard falls, look for the plume 
upon your King’s helmet! Charge! ” 

Then, with a shout wilder and louder than before, on through 
the hail of the arrows — on through the glare of the bombards — 
rather with a rush than in a march, advanced Edward’s centre 
against the array of Somerset, ltut from a part of the encampment 
where the circumvallation seemed strongest, a small body of men 
moved not with the general body. 

To the left of the churchyard of Hadley, at this day, the visitor 
may notice a low wall; ou the other side of that wall is a garden, 
then hut a rude eminence on Glndsmoor ifcatli. Ou that spot, a 
troop in complete armour, upoy destriers, pawing impatiently, 
surrounded a man upon a sorry palfrey, and in a gown of blue — 
the colour of royalty and of servitude, — that man was Henry the 
Sixth. In the same space stood Fri&e' Iluugcy, his foot on the 
Eureka, muttering incantations, that the mists he had foretold, ** 

* Hall. . 

** Lest the Meatier should suppose that the importance of l'riar 
Bungey upon this bloody day has been exaggerated by the narrator, we 
must cite the testimony of sober Alderman Fabyan: — “Of the mists and 
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and' which had protected the Yorkists lro.r^thc midnight guns', 
might yet last, to the confusion of the foe. And near him, .ander 
a gaunt, leafless tree, a rope round his neck, was Adam Warner — 
Sybilf, still faithful to his side, nor shuddering at the arrows and 
the guns — her whole fear concentrated upon (heroic life for 
which her (tyvn was prized. Upon this eminence, then, these 
lookers-on stood aloof. And the meek ears* of Henry heard 
through the fog the inexplicable sullen, jarring, clash, — steel 
had met steel. 

“ lloly Father!” exclaimed the Kingly saint, “and this is the 
Master Sabbath , thy most solemn day of peace! ” 

“ •'o silent,” thundered the Friar, “thou disturbest my spells, 
fiarahhurara - . Sanlhtnoa — Foggibus incrcscebo — confusio 
mimicis—r.arabbom, vapor ct mUioe'” 

We must now rapidly survey the dispositions of the army under 
Warwick. » In the rigliPwing, the command was entrusted to the 
Ear! of Oxford and the Marquis of Montagu. The former, who 
led the cavalry of that division, was stationed in the van; the 
lat er, according to his usual habit — surrounded by a strong 
body-guard of knights, and a prodigious number of squires as 
aid-de-camps — remained at the rear, and directed thence, by 
bis orders, the general movement. In this wing the greater number 
were Lancastrian, jealous of Warwick, and only consenting to 
t he generalship of Montagu, because shared by their favourite hero, 
Oxford. In the mid-space, lay the chief strength of the bowmen, 
with a goodly number of pikes and bills, under the l)iik.^of Somer¬ 
set; ami this division also was principally Lancastrian, and shared 
the jealousy of Oxford's soldiery. The left wing, composed for 
ihe most of Warwick’s yeomanry and retainers, w;^ commanded 
by the Duke of Exeter, conjointly with the Earl himself. Both 
crimes kept a considerable body in reserve, and Warwick, besides 
this resource, had selected from his own retainers a band of picked 
archers, whom he had skilfully placed in the oulslfirls of a wood 
that then stretched from Wrotham Park to the column that now 

other inipeiliments which fell upon the Lori!*’ parly, by reason of Iho 
incantations wrought by Friar Bungev, as the fame went, me list not to 
write.’’ 
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commemorates the lpKlc of Barnet, on the high Northern Road, 
lie Irftd guarded these last mentioned archers (where exposed in 
frontMo Edward’s horsemen) by strong tall barricades, leaving 
only such an opening ns would allow one horseman , at a time, to 
pass, and (fel'cnding by a formidable line of pikes this narrow 
opening left for communication, and to admit to a pj-ice of refugr 
in ease of need. , These dispositions made, and ere yet Edward 
had advanced on Somerset, the Earl rode to the front of the wing 
under his special command, and, agreeably to the custom of the 
time, observed by his royal foe, harangued the troops. Here 
were placed those who loved him as a father, and venerated him 
as something superior to mortal man — here the retainers, who 
had grown up with him from his childhood — who had followed 
him iv# his ursi fi.a.tc of war who ha* 1 tired under the shelter 
of his many castles, and fed in that rude equality of a more 
pritnteval age, which he loved still to maintain, at his lavish hoard. 
And now Lord Warwick’s coal-black steed halted, motionless in 
the van. His squire behind bore his helmet, overshadowed by 
the eagle of Monihermor, the outstretched wings pf which spread 
wide into sable plumes; and as the Earl’s noble face turned full 
and calm upon the bristling lines, there arose, not the vulgar 
uproar that-greeted the aspect of the young Edward. By one of 
those strange sympathies which pass through multitudes, and seize 
them with a common feeling, the whole body of those adoring 
vassals became suddenly aware cvf the change which a year had 
made in tl^ n face of their Chief and Father. They saw the grey 
Hakes in his Jove-like curls — the furrows in that lofty brow— the 
hollows in that bronzed and manly visage, which had seemed to 
their rude admiration to wear the st»mp of the two-fold Divinity — 
Beneficence and Valour. A thrill of tenderness and awe shot 
through the veins of every one — tears of devotion rushed into 
many a hardy eye. No — t/icrn , was flot the ruthless captain 
addressing hi5 hireling butchers; it was the Chief and Father 
rallying gratitude, and love, and reverence, to the crisis of his 
stormy fate. 

“My friends, my followers, and my children,” said the Earl, 
“the field wc have entered is one from which there is no retreat; 
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. hero must your leader conquer, or here die. Jt is not a parchment 
pedigree - it is not a name, derived from the ashes of dead Jhen, 
that ntike the only charter of a King. We Englishmen were but 
' slaves, if, in giving crown and sceptre to a mortal lilfp ourselves, 
we asked not in return the kingly virtues. Beset, of old, by evil 
counsellors, ^hc reign of Hcnty VI. was obscured, and the weal 
of the realm endangered. Mine own wrongs seemed to me great, 
hut the disasters of my country not less. I deemed that in the race 
of York, England would know a wiser and happier rule. What 
was, in this, mine error ye partly know. A Prince dissolved in 
luxurious vices --- a Nobility degraded by minions and blood¬ 
suckers — a People plundered by purveyors, and a Land dis¬ 
turbed by br.awl and riot. But ye know not all: God makes man's 
hearth man's altar — our hearths were polluted — our wives and 
daughters ^Tre viewed as harlots — and lechery ruled the realm. 
A king’s word should be fast as the pillars of the world. What 
man ever trusted Edward and was not deceived? Even now the 
unkrightly liar stands in arms with the weight of perjury on his 
soul. In his father’s town of York, yc know that he took, three 
short weeks since, solemn oath of fealty to King Henry. And 
now King Henry is his captive, and King Henry’s holy crown upon 
his traitor’s head — ‘traitors’ calls lie Us? What name, then, 
rank enough for him? Edward gave the promise of a brave man, 
and l served him. He proved a base, a false ^ a licentious, and 
a cruel king, and I forsook him; may all free henrtsjn all free 
lands so serve kings when they become tyrants. Ye fight against 
a cruel and a torcious usurper, whose bold band cannot sanctify a 
black heart — yc fight not only for King Henry, the meek and the 
godly — ye fight not for him alone, but for bis young'and princely 
s.-n, the grandchild of Henry of Agincourt, who, old men tell 
me, has that hero’s face,-*and who, I know, has that hero’s frank 
and royal and noble squ! — yc fight for the frccdoirfof your land, 
for the honour of your women, for whul is better than any king’s 
cause — for Justice and Mercy— for Truth and Manhood’s virtues 
against Corruption in the laws, Slaughter by the scaffold. False¬ 
hood in a ruler’s lips, and shameless harlotry in the councils of 
ruthless Power. The order I have ever given in war, I give- 
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ncm^ — wc war against the leaders of evil, not against the hapless 
toolW— wc war against our oppressors, not against our misguided 
brethren. Strike down every plumed crest, but when the ilrife is 
over, spnrfc. every common man! Bark! while I speak, I hear 
the march of your foe! Up standards! — blow trumpets! And 
now, as l brac^my bassinet, may God grant us all a glorious 
victory, or a glorious grave. On, my merry men! show these 
London loons the stojit. hearts of Warwickshire and Yorkshire. 
On, my merry men! A Warwick! A Warwick! ” 

As lie ended , he swung lightly over his head the terrible battle- 
axe which had smitten down, as the grass before the reaper, the 
chivalry of many a field; and ere the last blast of the trumpets 
died, the troops of Warwick and of Gloucester met, and mingled 
baud to hand. 

Although the Karl had, on discovering the position of the 
enemy, moved some of his artillery from his right wing, yet there, 
still lay the great number and strength of his force. And there, 
therefore, Montagu, rolling troop on troop , to the aid of Oxford, 
pressed so ovcrpoweringly upon the soldiers under Hastings, that 
the battle very soon wore a most unfavourable aspeet for the Y'ork- 
ists. It seemed, indeed, that the success which had always 
hitherto attended the military movements of Montagu, was de¬ 
stined for a crowning triumph. Stationed, as wc have said, in 
the rear, with his l ( >ght-armed squires, upon fleet steeds, around 
him, lie n'ovcd the springs of the battle with the calm sagacity 
which at that moment no chief in cither army possessed. Hastings 
was thoroughly outflanked , and though his men fought with great 
valour, thcy 4 couid not resist the weight of superior numbers. 

In the midst of the carnage in the centre, Edward reined in his 
steed, as lie heard the cry of victory in the gale — 

“By heaven!” he exclaimed, “ ourlnen at the left are craxons 
— they fly! they fly! — Ride to Lord Hastings, Sir Humphrey 
Bourchier, bid him defile hither what men are left him; and now, 
ere our fellows arc well aware what hath chanced yonder, charge 
we, knights and gentlemen, on, on! : —break Somerset’s line; 
on, on, to the heart of the rebel Earl!" 

' Then, visor closed, lance iq rest, Edward and his cavalry 



271 


•dashed through the archers and billmen of Somerset * clad In ®m- 
pletc mail, impervious to the weapons of the infantry, 'they 
slaiighft'red as they rode, and their way was marked by corpses 
and streams of blood. Fiercest and fcllest of all, v&s Edward 
hynself; whe^his lance shivered, and he drew/rom its sling by 
his saddle bow, his knotty mace, woe. to nil who ajttempted to stop 
his path. Vain alike steel helmet or leathern cap, jerkin or coat 
of mail. In vain Somerset threw himself.into the nu'lee. The in¬ 
stant Edward and his cavalry had made a path through the. lines for 
his font soldiery, the fortunes of the day were half retrieved. U 
was no rapid passage, pierced and rorlosed, that he desired to 
eIV-: t, it was the wedge in the oak of war. There, rooted in the 
very midst of.Somerset's troops, doubling on each side, passing 
on hut to return again, where helm could be crashed and man 
over'hi - ;.-n ,. the mighty strength of Edward widened the breach 
more and more, till faster and faster poured in his bands, and 
the rentic of Warwick's army seemed lo.rcelatid whirl round the 
broai.‘ -ling gap through its ranks, — as the waves round some 
chasm in a marls om. 

But in the iuterval, the hard-pressed troops commanded by 
Ila stings wete. scattered and dispersed; driven from the field, 
they lied in numbers through the town of Barnet; ninny halted not 
till they reached Loudon, where they spread the news of the Earl’s 
victory and Edward’s ruin.* 

Through the mist, Friar Bungcy discerned the liigiffvc York¬ 
ists under Hastings, and heard their cries of despair: Through 
the mist, Sybil I saw, close beneath the. entrenchments which 
protected the space on which they stood, an armed horseman with 
the well know'u crest of Hastings on his helmet, and, with lifted 
vi't.r, calling his men to 'die return, in the loud voice of rage and 
sporu. Ami then, she herself sprang forwards, and forgetting 
his [tasl cruelty in his present danger, cried his name — weak cry, 
lost in the roar of war! But the Friar, now fearing he had taken 
the wrong side, began to turn from his spells, to address the most 
abject apologies to Adam, to assure him that he would have been 
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slaughtered at thS Tower, but for the Friar's interruption; and 
thifithc rope round his neck was but an insignificant ceremony due 
to the prejudices of the soldiers. “Alas, Great Man,” 'he con¬ 
cluded ; ‘Vi see still that thou art mightier than I am; thy charms, 
though silent, pre more potent than mine, though/uy lungs cradle 
beneath them !. Confusio Inimicis Taralorolu, — I mean no harm 
to the Karl, — Garrabora, mislcs ct nubes; — Lord, what will 
become of me!” 

Meanwhile, Hastings, with a small body of horse who being 
composed of knights and squires, specially singled out for th$. 
sword, fought with the pride of disdainful gentlemen, and the 
fnry of desperate soldiers — finding it impossible to lure back 
the fugitives, hewed tfipir own way through Oxford’s ranks, 
to the centre, where they brought fresh aid to the terrible arm cf 
Kdward. 


V. 

The battle. 

The mist still eontinued so thick that Montagu was unable to 
discern the general prospects of the field. Hut, calm and resolute 
in his post, amidst tljc arrows which whirled round him, and 
often struck, blunted, against his Milan mail, the Marquis 
received the reports of his aid-dc-camps (may that modern word 
be pardoped?) as one after one, they emerged through the fog to 
his side. 

“ Well,” lie said, as one of these messengers now spurred to 
the spot, “ r wc have beaten oiT Hastings and his hirelings; but I 
see not ‘the. Silver Star’ of Lord Oxford’s banner.’’* 

“Lord Oxford, my Lord, has followed the enemy he routed to 
the farthest verge of the healli.” 

“Saints help us! Is Oxford thus headstrong? He will ruin 
all if he be decoyed from the field! Ride back. Sir! Yet — 

* Thp Silver Star of the De Veres hail its origin in a tradition that 
one of their ancestors, when fighting in ihe Holy Land. saw a falling star 
descend upon his shield. .Fatal to men, nobler oven than the Do Veres, 
was that silver falling star. 
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hold!" — as another of the aid-de-camps appealed. “ What nejys 
from Lord Warwick’s wing?” 

“Soje beset, hold Marquis. Gloucester's line seems count¬ 
less; it already outflanks the Karl. The Duke liimself^eents in¬ 
spired by hell’. Twice has his slight arm braved even (He Kaal’s 
l»aWle-axe, which spared the boy but smote to the'dust his com¬ 
rades ! ” • 

“Well, and what of the centre. Sir?”, as a,third form now 
arrived. 

“There, rages Kdward in person. lie hath pierced into the 
mul'd. Hut Somerset still holds on gallantly!” 

Montagu turned to the first aid-de-eamp. 

“Hide, Sir! Quick! This to Oxford — No pursuit! Hid him 
haste, with all his men, to the left wing, and smite Gloucester in 
the rear. Hide, ride for life aud \iclgry! If he como but in 
time, the day*is ours! ” * 

'I he aid-de-camp darted oIT, aud the mist swallowed up horse 
and It trseman. 

“bound trumpets to the return!” said the Marquis; — then, 
after a moment's musing--“Though Oxford hath drawn off our 
main force of cavalry, we have still sonic stout lances left; and 
Warwick nm-i ho stremithened. On to the Karl! Lai.sue s tiller ! 
A Montagu! a Montagu ! ” And, lance in rest, the Marquis, and 
the knights immediately around him, and hitherto not personally 
engaged, descended the hillock at a hard gallop,*n»d were met by 
a troop cutmimheriug their own, and commanded by life Lords 
[>‘Ky ncourt and Sav. 

At this lime, Warw ick was indeed in the same danger that had 
routed the troops of Hastings; for, by a similar'position, the 
sti. egili of the hostile numbers being arrayed with Gloucester, the 
Duke’s troops had almost eiAircly surrounded him."* And Glou- 
ce-ier himself wondrously approved the trust that had consigned to 
his stripling arm the flower of the Yorkist army. Through the 
mists, the blood-red mnntcline lie wore over his mail, the grin¬ 
ning teeth of the boar’s head which crested his helmet, flashed aud 

* Fabyan. 
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gleamed wherever his presence was most needed to encourage the 
nidging or spur on the tierce. And there seemed to both armies 
something ghastly and preternatural in the savage strength of this 
small, slight figure thus startlingly caparisoned, and wnich was 
heard eftermorc uttering its sharp war-cry — “Gloucester, to the 
onslaught! P-own with the rebels, down!” r - 

Nor did this daring personage disdain , in the midst of his fury, 
to increase the effect of valour by the art of a brain that never ceased, 
to scheme on the foilics of mankind. “See! see!” he cried, as 
he shot meteor-Iikc from rank to rank. “ See — these arc no na¬ 
tural vapours! Yonder the mighty Friar, who delayed the sails of 
Margaret, chants his spells to the Powers that ride the gale. Fear 
not the bombards — their enchanted bails swerve from the brave! 
The dark legions of Air fight for us! For the hour is come when 
the fiend shall rend his prey!” .And ficmllike seemed the form 
thus screeching forth its predictions from under the grim headgear; 
and then darting and disappearing amidst the sea of pikes, cleaving 
its path of blood! 

But still the untiring might of Warwick defied the press of 
numbers that swept round him, tide upon tide. Through the 
mists, his black armour, black plume, black steed, gloomed 
forth like one thundercloud in the midst of a dismal heaven. The 
noble charger bore along that mighty rider, animating, guiding 
all, with as much case and lightness as the racer hears its puny 
weight; thestctHl itself was scarce less terrible to encounter than 
the sw& ( p of the rider's axe. Protected from arrow and lance by a 
coat of steel, the long chaffron or pike whieh projected from its 
barbed frontal dropped with gore as it scoured along. No line of 
men, hoaever serried, could resist the charge of that horse and 
horseman. And vain even Gloucester’s dauntless presence and 
thrilling battle cry, when the stout Earl was seen looming through 
thevapou* - , and his cheerful shout was heard, “My merry men, 
fight on! ” 

For a third time, Gloucester, spurring forth from his recoiling 
and shrinking followers, bending low over bis saddle bow, covered 
by his shield, and with the tenth lance (his favourite weapon, be¬ 
cause the one in which skill best supplied strength) he had borne 



that day, launched himself upon the vast bulk of his tremendous 
foe. With that dogged energy — that rapid calculation which mrie 
the has if of his character, and which ever clove through all ob¬ 
stacles at the one that, if destroyed, destroyed the rest, — in 
that, his first great battle, as in his last at Bosworlh, 4c singled 
N on* the Leader* and rushed upou the giant as llu* mastiff on the 
horns and dewlap of the bull. Warwick, in the broad space which 
bis arm had made around hint in the carnager reiued in as he saw 
the foe, and recognised the gricsly-cognizance and scarlet mantle 
of his godson. And even in that moment, with all his heated 
blood, and his remembered wrong, and his imminent peril, his 
generous and lion heart fell a glow of admiration at the valour of 
foe hoy he had trained to arms — of the soil of the beloved York. 
“Ills father little thought,” muttered the Karl, “that that arm 
should win glory against his old friend’s life! ” And as the half 
uttered word Hied on his lips, the well-poised lance of Gloucester 
struck full upon his bassinet, and, despite the Earl's horseman¬ 
ship and his strcuglh, made him reel in his saddle, while the 
Prince shot by, and suddenly wheeling round,' cast away the 
shivered lance, and assailed him sword in hand. 

“Back, Richard — boy, back!” sard the Earl,, in a voice 
that sounded hollow through his helmet — “It is not against thee 
that my wrongs call for blood — pass on ! ” 

“Not so, Lord Warwick," answered Richard, in a sobered, 
and almost solemn voice, dropping for the motnent the point of 
his sword, and raising his visor, that he might be the belftr heard, 
— “On the field of battle all memories, sweet in peace, must die! 
St. Paul be my judge, that even in this hour I love you well; but f 
love renown and glory more. On the edge of my swoaI sit power 
ami royalty, and what high souls prize most — ambition: these 
would nerve me agaiust pjine own brother’s breast, were that 
breast my barrier to an illustrious future. Thou h^t given thy 
daughter to another! I smite the father, to regain my bride. Lay 
on, and spare not! — for he who hates thee most would prove not 
so fell a foe as the man who sees his fortunes made or marred— his 
love crushed or yet crowned, as this day’s battle closes in triumph 
or defeat. — Rebel, defend thyself!” 
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» Mo time was^ left for further speech; for as Richard's sword 
descended, two of Gloucester’s followers, Parr and Mil water by 
name, dashed from the halting lines at the distance, and bore 
down to Ajieir young Prince's aid. At the same moment. Sir 
Marmadukc Ncvilc, and the Lord Fitzhugh spurred from the op¬ 
posite line; and thus encouraged, the baud on c'lhcr side cn.nc ' 
boldly forward- - , and the mel£e grew fierce and general. But still 
Richard’s sword singled out the Earl, and still the Earl, parrying 
his blows, dealt his own upon meaner heads. Crushed by one 
swoop of the axe, fell Milwater, to the earth — down, as again it 
swung-on high, fell Sir Humphrey Bourchier, who had just arrived 
to Gloucester with messages from Edward, never uttered in the 
world below. Before Marmaduke’s lance fell Sir Thomas Parr; 
and these three corpses making a barrier between Gloucester and 
the Earl, the Duke turned fiercely upon Jfnrmaduke, while the 
Earl, wheeling rouud, charged into the midst of the hostile line, 
which scattered to the right and left. 

“On! my merry men, on! ” rang once more through the heavy 
air. “They give way, the London tailors, — on!” and on dashed, 
with their joyous cry, the merry men of Yorkshire and Warwick, 
the warrior-ycoinen! Separated thus from his great foe, Glou¬ 
cester, after unhorsing Marmaduke, galloped off to sustain that 
part of his following which began to waver and retreat before the 
rush of Warwick and his chivalry. 

Tliis^ in trutfi, was the regiment recruited from the loyalty of 
London, and little accustomed, we trow, W'erc the worthy heroes 
of Cockaigne, to the discipline of arms, nor trained to that stub¬ 
born resistance which makes, under skilful lenders, the English 
peasants tfiie most enduring soldiery that the world has known since 
the day when the Roman sentinel perished amidst the falling co¬ 
lumns and lava floods, * rather Ilians though society itself dis¬ 
solved, fo’rsake his post unbidden. “St. Thomas defend us I ” 
muttered a worthy tailor, who in the flush of his valour, when safe 
in the Chepc, had consented to bear the rank of lieutenant — “it 
is not reasonable to expect men of pith and substance to be crushed 
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into jellies, and carved into subtleties by horso»-hoofs and poW- 
a\e*. Ki^lil about face! Fly! ” — and throwing down his sw'fl«d 
and stiff Id, ttic lieutenant fairly took to his heels as lie saw the 
charging column, headed by the raven steed of Warwick, come 
gi^nt-like through the fog. The terror of one man is eontagious, 
and (lie Londoners actually turned their backs, Vhen Nicholas 
Alwyn cried, in his shrill voice and Northern actant, “Out. on 
you ! What will the girls say of us in East-gate and the Chepe? — 
Hurrah for the hold hearts of London! —Round.mc, stout ’pren¬ 
tices! let the hoys shame the men! This shaft for Cockaigne! ” 
And as the troop turned irresolute, and Alwyn’s arrow left his 
how, the) saw a horseman by the side of Warwick reel in his saddle 
and fall at once to the earth , and so great evidently w.ls the rank of 
the fallen man, that even Warwick reined in, and the charge halted 
mid'\.i\ in ijs career. It was no less a person than the Duke of 
Exeter whom Alwyn’s shaft had disabled for the Held. This inci¬ 
dent, coupled with the hearty address of the stout Goldsmith, 
■>ert d to reanimate the daggers, and Gloucester, by a circuitous 
route, reaching their line a moment alter, they dressed their ranks, 
ind a flight of arrows followed their loud “Hurrah for London 
Town!” 

But the charge of Warwick had only halted, and (while the 
wounded Exeter was borne back by his, squires to the rear,) it 
bailed into the midst of the Londoners, threw their whole line into 
‘(•illusion, and drove them, despite all the efforts of Gloucester, 
"ar back along the plain. This well-timed exploit servef?to exlri- 
:atc the Earl from the main danger of bis position; and hastening 
o improve his advantage, he sent forthwith to command the 
eserxed forces under Lord St. John, the Knight of Lxtton, Sir 
i din Loniers, Djumko, and Hubert lliiyard , to bear down to 
lis aid. 

At llii- lime Edward had succeeded, after a mast stubborn 
:ght, in ell'eeting a terrible breach through Somerset’s wing; and 
he fogs continued still so dense and mirk, that his foe itself, for 
Somerset had prudently drawn back to rc-form his disordered 
squadron, seemed vanished from the field. Halting now, as 
through the dim atmosphere came from different quarters the many 
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bY'tle-cries of that feudal day, by which alone he could well estb 
iria(te the strength or weakness of those in the distance, his calmer 
genius as a general cooled, for a time, his individual ferocity of 
knight an^ soldier. He look his helmet from his brow, to listen 
with greater certainty; and the lords and riders round him were 
well content lotakc breath and pause from the weary slaughter. 

The cry of “ Gloucester to the onslaught /” was heard no more.' 
Feebler and feebler, scattcringly as it were, and here and there, 
the note had changed into “ Gloucester to the rescue!" 

Farther off, rose, mingled and blent together, the opposing 
shouts — “A Montagu! — a Montagu!” — “Strike for D’Kyu- 
court and King Edward! ” — “A Say — a Say! ” 

“ Ha! ” said Edward, thoughtfully, “ bold Gloucester fails — 
Montagu is bearing on to Warwick’s aid — Say and D’Eyncourt 
slop his path. Mi lie million lonncrre ! — our doonY looks dark! 
Ride, Hastings — ride! retrieve thy laurels, and bring up the re¬ 
serve under Clarence. Hut harkye, leave not his side — he tnay 
desert again! Ho! ho! Again, ‘Gloucester to the rescue!’ Ah! 
how lustily sounds the cry of ‘ Warwick ! ’ Ry the ilaming sword of 
St. MichaM, we will slacken that haughty shout, or be evermore 
dumb ourself, ere the day be an hour nearer to the eternal judg¬ 
ment!” 

Deliberately Edward rebraced his helm, and settled himself in 
his saddle, and with his knights riding close each to each, that 
they migYit not lose themselves in the darkness, regained his in¬ 
fantry and led them "on to the quarter where the war now raged 
fiercest, round the black steed of Warwick and the hlnnd-red 
manlclinc iff the fiery Richard. 


VI. 

The Battle. 

It was now scarcely eight in the morning, though the battle 
had endured three hours; and as yet victory so inclined to the 
Earl, that nought but some dire mischance could turn the srale. 
Montagu had cut his way to Warwick, Somerset had re-established 
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ljis array. The fresh vigour brought by the Kari g reserve nau wan 
nigh completed his advantage over Gloucester’s wing. The nfjr 
inCanti^iinder Hilyard, the unexhausted riders under Sir Jfllm 
Cnniers and his knightly eompeers, were dealing fearful havoc, as 
they cleared the plain; and Gloucester, fighting inch Hy inch, no 
‘ loflgor outnunfbering but outnumbered, was dritfen nearer and 
nearer towards the town, when suddenly a pale, slokly, and ghost¬ 
like ray of sunshine, rather resembling the watery gleam of a wa¬ 
ning moon than the radiance of the Lord of Light, broke through the 
mists, and showed to the Karl's eager troops the banner and bad¬ 
ges of a new array hurrying to the spot. “Behold,” cried the 
voting Lord Filzhugh, “ the standard and the badge of the Usur¬ 
per — a silver sun! Kdward himself is delivered into our hands ! 
Fpon them — hill and pike, lance and brand, shaft and holt! — 
Upon them, and crown the day ! ” 

The same fatal error was shared by iiilyard, as lie caught sight 
of »he .idi.uicing troop, with their silvery cognizance, lie gave the 
roi and cviVy arrow left its string. At the. same moment, as 
both horse and foot assailed the fancied foe, the momentary beam 
vanished from the heaven, the two forces mingled in the sullen 
mists, when, after a brief conflict, a sudden and horrible cry of 
'•‘Trrnson! Trenson!” resounded from cither baud. The shining 
Star of Oxford, retiring from the pursuit, had been mistaken for 
Ki'ward’s cognizance of the Sun. * Friend was slaughtering friend, 
mri when the error was detected, each believed the other had 
deserted to the foe. In vain, here Montagu and Warwick, and 
:here Oxford and his captains sought to dispel the confusion , and 
unite those whose blood had been fired against each other. While 
yet in doubt, confusion, and dismay, rushed full into the centre 
5 1 ward of York himself, with his knights and riders; and his 
tossing banners, scarcely even yet distinguished from Oxford’s 
starry ensigns, added to the general incertitude and panic. Loud 
in the midst rose Edward’s trumpet-voice, while through the 
midst, like one crest of foam upon a roaring sea, danced his plunic 
of snow, llark! again, again — near and nearer — the tramp of 
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s»?eds, the clash,of steel, the whiz and hiss of arrows, the shoitf 
ot\“ Hastings lo the onslaught! ” Fresh, and panting for glory and 
for blood, came on King Edward’s large reserve: fron).al! the 
scattered ^arls o( the field spurred the Yorkist knights, where the 
uproar, so much mightier than before, told them that the crisis of 
the war was co\nc. Thither, as vultures to the carcase, they lloelfed j 
and wheeled; thither D'Kyneourt, and Lovell, and Cromwell's/ 
bloody sword, and Say's knotted mace; and thither, again rallying' 
his late half-beaten myrmidons, the grim Gloucester, his helmet 
bruised and dinted', but the Boar’s teeth still gnashing wrath and 
horror from the gricsly crest. But direst and most hateful of all 
in the eyes of the yet undaunted Earl, thither, plainly visible, 
riding scarce a yard before him, with the cognizance of Clare 
wrought on his gay mantle, and in all the pomp and bravery of a 
holiday suit, came the perjured Clarence. Conflict now it could 
scarce be called: as well might the Dane have rolled* hack the sea 
from his fool-stool, as Warwick and his disordered troop (often 
and aye, dazzled here by Oxford’s Star, there by Edward's Sun, 
dealing random blows against each other) have resisted the general 
whirl and torrent of the surrounding foe. To add to the rout, 
Somerset and the ongunrd of his wing had been marching towards 
the Earl at the very time, that the cry of “treason” had struck their 
cars, and Edward’s charge was made: these men, nearly all 
Lancastrians, and ever doubling Montagu , if not Warwick, with 
the example of Clarence and the Archbishop of York fresh before 
them, hid heart at once — Somerset himself headed the (light of 
his force. 

“All is lost!” said Montagu, as side by side with Warwick 
the hrothet4t fronted the foe, and for one moment stayed the rush. 

“Not yetreturned the Earl; “ a band of my northern archers 
still guard yon wood — I know them r- they will fight to the last 
gasp! Thither then, with wdiat men we may. You so marshal our 
soldiers, and I will make good the retreat. Where is Sir Marma- 
dukc JNevilc?” 

“Here!” 

“ Horsed again, young Cousin! — I give thee a perilous com¬ 
mission. Take the path down the hill; the mists thicken in the 



hollow*", and may hide thee. Overtake Somertipt— he hath M 
westward, and tell him, from mo , if lie can yet rally but one tril»p 
of horse*— but one. — and charge Edward suddenly in the rear* lie 
Mill yet redeem all. If he refuse, the ruin of his Kby, and the. 
^slaughter of the brave men he deserts, be on his head ! Swift, -— 
a fot/h' f/rir/r, ^larinadiike. Yet one word,” addefi the Earl, in a 
whisper—“if you fail with Somerset, come not back, make to 
/ the Sanctuary. You are too young to die, Cousin ! Away! -- keep 
to tlie hollows of the chase.” 

As the Knight vanished, "Warwick turned to his comrades. — 
“bold nephew Filzhugh, and ye brave riders, round me - so, 
v.e are fifty knights! Haste thou, Montagu, to the wood! — the 
wood!” 

So noble in that hero age was the Individual MAN, even a mi.Nt 
the ni'.l i!tides massed by war, that history vies with romance in 
slow mg how far the sword of the single, or the few, could redress 
tiie scale of war. While Montagu, with rapid dexterity, and a 
void yet promising victory, drew back the remnant of the lines, 
and iu serried order retreated to the outskirts of the wood, War¬ 
wick and iiis band of knights protected the movement from the 
countless horsemen who darted forth from Edward’s swarming 
and momently thickening ranks. Now dividing and charging 
singly — now rejoining — and breast to breast, they served In 
divert and perplex and harass the eager enemy. And never in all 
his wars, in all the former might of his indoftiitahle arm, had 
Warwick so excelled, as in that eventful and crovvning’flnur, the 
martial chivalry of his age. Thrice almost alone, lie penetrated 
into the very centre of Edward’s body-guard , literally felling to the 
earth all before him. Then perished by his battle-axe Lord Crom¬ 
well, and the redoubted Lord of Say — then, no longer sparing 
cv en the old affection, Gloucester was hurled to the ground. The 
last time he penetrated even to Edward himself, smiting down the 
King’s standard-bearer, uuhorsingHastings, who threw himself 
on his path; and Edward, setting his teeth in stern joy as he saw 
him, rose in his stirrups, and for a moment the mace of the King, 
the axe of the Earl, met as thunder encounters thunder; hut then 
a hundred knights rushed in to the rescue, and robbed the baffled 
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AvVngcr of his prey. Thus charging and retreating, driving bark, 
witp each charge, far and farther the mighty multitude hounding 
on to the lion’s death, this great chief and his devoted Vnights, 
though teri'bly reduced in number, succeeded at last in covering 
Montagu’s skilf’il retreat; and when they gained the outskirts of, 
the wood, and dashed through the narrow openirig between the 
barricades, the Yorkshire archers approved their Lord’s trust, 
and, shouting as to a marriage feast, hailed his coming. 

lint few, alas! of his fellow-horsemen had survived that mar¬ 
vellous enterprise of valour and despair. Of the lifty knights who 
had shared its perils, eleven only gained the wood; and, though 
in this number the most eminent (save Sir John Corners, either 
slain or lied,) might he found — their horses, more exposed than 
themselves, were for the most part wounded and unfit for further 
service. At this time the sun again, and suddenly as before, 
broke forth — not. now with a feeble glimmer, but a broad and 
almost a cheerful beam, which sufficed to give a fuller view, than 
the day had vet afforded, of the state and prospects of the Held. 

To the right and to the left, what remained of the cavalry of 
Warwick were seen flying fast — gone the lances of Oxford, the 
hills of Somerset. Exeter, pierced hy ifie shaft of Alvvyn. was 
lying cold and insensible, remote from the contest, and deserted 
even by his squires. 

In front of thc’archers, and such men ns Montagu had saved 
from the sword, halted the immense ami murmuring multitude of 
Edward, their thousand banners glittering in the sudden sun; 
for, as Edward beheld the last wrecks of his foe, stationed near 
the covert,*his desire of consummating victory and revenge made 
him cautious, and, fearing an ambush, he had abruptly halted. 

When the scanty followers of the Ea. l thus beheld the immense 
force nrraye'd for their destruction, and saw the extent of their 
danger and their loss — here the handful, there the multitude — 
a simultaneous exclamation of terror and dismay broke from their 
ranks. 

“Children!” cried Warwick, “droop not! —Henry, at Agin- 
court, bad worse odds than we! ” 
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. Ilui the murmur among the archers, the tealest part of 
Karl’s retainers, continued, till there stepped forth their capldin, 
a grey old man, hut still sinewy and unbent, the iron relic of 
a hundred battles. 

“ Hack to your men, Mark Forester! ” said thjEarl, sternly. 

* The old mUn obeyed not. He came on to Warwick, and fell 
on his knees beside his stirrup. 

“Fly, my Lord, escape is possible for you and your riders. 
Fly through the wood, we will screen your path with otir bodies. 
Your children , Father of your followers, your children of Middle- 
lntn, ask no hotter fate than to die for you! Is it not so?” and the 

man, rising, turned to those in hearing. They answered by 
a general acclamation. 

‘‘Mark Forester speaks well,” said Montagu. “On you de¬ 
pend- laji. hope of Lancaster. We may yet join Oxford and 
rset! I his way, through the wood — come!” and he laid 
h - hand on the Karl's rein. 

Knights and Sirs,” said the Karl, dismounting, and par¬ 
ti i!ly raising JiN \isor as he turned to the horsemen, “let those 
who will, fly with Lord Montagu ! Let those who, in a just cause, 
it* \er despair of victory , imr, even at the worst, fear In face their 
Maker, fresh ft mu the glorious death of heroes, dismount with 
me!” Kvcrv knight sprang from his steed, Montagu the first. 

“ v.mnra.lcs ! ” continued the Karl, then addressing the retainers, 

“ wh«.n the children light fora father’s honour, Ihe father flies not 
from the pe-il into which lie has drawn the children. Viliat to rue 
weie life, stained by the blood of mine own beloved retainers, 
basely deserted by their chief? Kdward has proclaimed that he 
will -p-ire nano. Fool! he gives us, then, the superhuman 
mightiness of despair! To vour hows! — one shaft — if it pierce 
the joints ;>f the tyrant’s mail — one shaft may scatter yon army to 
the winds! Sir Marmaduke has gone to rally noble Somerset and 
his riders — tf we make good our defence one little hour — the foe 
may be yet smitten in the rear, and the day retrieved! Courage 
and heart then! ” Here the Earl lifted his visor to the farthest bar, 
and showed his cheerful face — “Is this the face of a man who 
thinks all hope is gone? ” 
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In this interval, the sudden sunshine showed to King Henry., 
\Mlere he stood, the dispersion of his friends. To the rear of the* 
palisades, which protected the spot where he was placed u already 
grouped ‘yhc lookers-on, and no fighters,”* as the Chronicler 
wordsit, who T as the guns slackened , ventured forth to learn the 
news, and who now, filling the churchyard of Hadiey, strove hard 
to catch a peep of Henry the Saint, or of Bungcy the Sorcerer. 
Mingled with these, gleamed the robes of the tymbesleres, press¬ 
ing nearer and nearer to the barriers, as wolves, in the instinct 
of blood, come nearer and nearer round the circling walchfire of 
some northern travellers. At this time the Friar, turning to one 
of the guards who stood near him , said, “The mists are needed 
no more now — King Edward hath got the day — ch?” 

“Cortes, great Master,” quoth the guard, “nothing now 
lacks to the King's triumph, except the death of the Earl.” 

“Infamous N’igromancer, hear that! ” cried Bungcy to Adam. 
“What now avail thy bombards and thy tulismau? Harkye! — 
tell inc the secret of the last - of the damnable engine under my 
feet, and I may spare thy life.” * 

Adam shrugged his shoulders in impatient disdain; “Unless 
I gave thee my science, my secret were profitless to thee. Villain 
and numbscull, do thy worst.” 

The Friar made a sign to a soldier who stood behind Adam, 
and the soldier silently drew the end of the rope which girded the 
scholar*s t *ieck round a bough of the leafless tree. “ Hold! ” whis¬ 
pered the Friar, “ not till I give the word. — The Karl may recover 
himself yet," he added to himself. And therewith he began once 
more to xof/feratc his incantations. Meanwhile, the eyes of Sybill 
bad turned for a moment from her father; for the. burst of sun¬ 
shine, lighting up the valley below, had suddenly given to her 
eyes, in the distance, the gable-ends oY the old farm-house, with 
the wintry orchard, — no longer, alas! smiling with starry blos¬ 
soms. Far remote' from the battle-field was that abode of peace — 
that once happy home, where she had watched the coining of the 
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Fabyan. 
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Loftier and holier were the thoughts of the fal$d King. He hj|! 
turned his fare from the field, and his eyes were filed upon tile 
•spire of^lic church behind, tapering gradually into heaven. And 
vhile he so gazed, the knoll from the belfry began ^plcmnly to 
•hime. It was now near the hour of the Sabbath^ prayers, and 
mfidst horror^nd carnage, still the holy custom was pot sus- 
icmlcd. 

“Hark!” said the King, mournfully— “That chime sum- 
uoiis many a soul to God!'’ ’ 

While thus the scene on the eminence of Hadley, Edward, 
urrounded by Hastings, Gloucester, and his principal captains, 
ook advantage of the unexpected sunshine, to scan the foe and 
ts position, with the eye of his intuitive genius for all that can 
laughter man. “This day,” he said, “brings no victory, assures 
jo cio, if Warwick escape alive. To you, Loiell and Rat- 
litTc, I entrust two hundred knights; — your sole care — the head 
if the rebel Karl! ” 

Aud Montagu?” said RalclitTe. 

“ Montagu ? .Nay — poor Montagu , I loved him as well once, 
s my own mother’s son ; and Montagu,” lie muttered to himself, 
‘I never wronged , and therefore I can forgive! Spare the Mar- 
piis. - I mi-likc that wood; they must have more force within 
ban that handful on the skirts betrays. Come hither, R’Kyn- 
oi.rt.” 

And a few minutes afterwards, Warwick anfl liis men saw two 
larties of horse leave the main body -— one for the right hand, 
me the left — followed by long detachments of pikes, which they 
irotected; and then the central array marched slowly and steadily 
•n towards the si anty foe. The design was olnious — A> surround 
m all sides the enemy, driven to its last desperate hay. But 
tlontagu and his brother h.-*l not been idle in the breathing pause; 
hey had planted the greater portion of the archers skilfully among 
he trees. I tiey had placed their pikemcn on the verge of the bar- 
icades, made by sharp stakes and fallen timber, aud where their 
.impart was unguarded by the pass which had been left free for 
he horsemen, Hilyard and his stoutest fellows took (heir post, fifi¬ 
ng the gap with breasts of iron. 
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Ana now, as with liorns'and clarions — with a sea or plumes, 
apd spears, and*pennons, the muUiludinous deathsmen came <>ri, 
Warwick, towering in the front, not one. feather on his eagle rresl 
despoiled or shorn, stood, dismounted, his visor still raised, by 
his renowned steed. Some of the men had by Warwick’s order 
removed the irhiil from the destrier’s breast; and ifc ? noble anincal, 
relieved from the weight, seemed as unexhausted as its rider; save 
where the champed foam had bpspecked his glossy hide, not a hair 
was turned; and the on-guard of the Yorkists heard his fiery snort, 
as they moved slowly on. This figure of Horse and Horseman 
stood prominently forth, amidst the little band. And Lovell, 
riding by Ratcliffe’s side, whispered — “Rcshrew me, I would 
rather King Edward had asked for mine own head, than that gal¬ 
lant Earl’s! ” 

“Tush, youth,” said the inexorable Ratclilfc — “I care not of 
what steps the ladder of mine ambition may he made!'” 

While they were thus speaking, Warwick, turning to Mon¬ 
tagu and his knights, said — 

“Our sole hope is in the rourage of our men. And, as at 
Touton, when 1 gave the throne to yon false man, I slew, with 
my ow n hand, my noble Malech, to show that on that spot I would 
win or die, and by that sacrifice so fired the soldiers, that we 
turned the day — so now - O gentlemen, in another hour ye 
would jeer me, for my hand fails; this hand that the poor beast 
hath so often fed from! Saladin, last of thy race, serve me now 
in death ms in life Not for my sake, O noblest steed that ever 
bore a knight — not for mine this offering! ” 

He kissed the destrief on his frontal, and Saladin, as if con¬ 
scious of the coming blow, bent his proud crest humbly, and 
licked his lord’s steel-clad hand. So associated together had been 
horse and horseman, that had it hecn a human sacrifice, the by¬ 
standers could not have been more moved. And when, covering 
the charger's eyes with one hand, the Earl’s dagger descended, 
bright and rapid — a groan went through the ranks. Sut the effect 
was unspeakable! The men knew at once, that to them, and 
them alone, their lord entrusted his fortunes and his life — they 
were nerved to more than mortal daring. No escape for Warwick — 
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why, then, in Warwick’s person they lived antf died!* Upon ■... 
Jis upon friend, the. sacrifice .produced all that could tend^ro 
strengthen the last refuge of despair. Even Edward, where he rofle 
in tlie \%n, beheld and knew the meaning of the deed. Victorious 
Teuton rushed back upon his memorv with a thrill of sljangc terror 
«tid remorse. c p 

“ He will die as he has lived,” said Gloucester, with admira¬ 
tion. “Iff live for such a field, God grant me such a death!” 

As the words left the Duke’s lips, and Warwick, ortfc foot on 
his dumb friend’s corpse, gave the mandate, a murderous dis¬ 
charge from the archers in the count, rattled against the line of 
i>ie Yorkists', and the foe still advancing, stepped over a hundred 
corpses to the conflict. Despite the vast preponderance of num¬ 
bers , the skill of Warwick’s archers, the strength of his position, 
the obstacle to the cavalry made by the barricades, rendered the 
attack perilous iu the extreme. Hut the orders of Edward were 
pu.mpt and! vigorous, ffe cared nor for the waste of life, and as 
t.ii. rank fell, another rushed on. High before, the barricades, 
.-hKs'k .Montagu, Warwick, and the rest of that indomitable ehi- 
v, the. flower of the ancient Norman heroism. As idlv beat the 
.-■ares upon a rock as the ranks of Edward upon that serried front 
of steel. The sun stillshoiie in heaven, and still Edward's con¬ 
quest was unassured. Nay, if Marinadukc could yet bring hack, 
ii- ;; the rear of the foe, the troops of Somerset, Montagu arid 
t. t Eat! fell that the victory might he for them. And often the 
t arl paused, to hearken for the cry of Somerset” on the gale, 
"i'.l often Montagu raised his visor to look for the banners and the 
spears of the Lancastrian Duke. And ever, as the Earl listened 
and Montagu scanned the field, larger and larger seemed to spread 
die armament of Edward. I be regiment which boasted the stub¬ 
born energj of Alwyn was now in movement, and, encouraged 
by the yoiin" Saxon’s Iftrdihood, the Londoners inarched on, 
uuawed by the massacre of their predecessors. * But Alwyn, 
avoiding the quarter defended by the knights, defiled a little to¬ 
wards the left, where his quick eye, inured to the northern fogs, 
had detected the weakness of the barricade in the spot where 
llilyard was stationed; and this pass Alwyn (discarding the bow) 



288 


.v^olved to nttcnipl at the point of the pike — the weapon answer¬ 
ing to our niodci*h bayonet. The first rush which lie headed was 
so impetuous as to effect an entry. The weight of the numbers 
behind urged on the foremost, and Hilyard had not s'uflieient 
space for tile sweep of the two-handed sword which had done good 
W’ork that day.' 1 While here the conflict became fierce and dmil'J- 
ful, the right wing led by D’Kyncourt had pierced the wood, and, 
surprise^ to discover no ambush, fell upon the archers in the r, nr. 
The scene was now inexpressibly terrific; cries and groans, and 
the ineffable roar and veil of human passion resounded demo.ilil,.- 
ihrougli the shade of the leafless trees. And at this moment, the 
provident and rapid generalship of Edward had mmpd up on" o' 
his heavy bombards. Warwick and Montagu, and most <»! ■ 
Knights, were called from the barricades to aid the aimers tv 
assailed behind , but an instant before that defence was sl>;>“ o 
into air by the explosion of the bombard. In another minute 
and foot rushed through the opening. And amidst all the di-« 
heard the voice of Edward, “Strike! and spare tint; viewm i! 
day!” “We win the day! — victory! — victory!” rope. ■ 
troops behind; rank caught the sound from rank — and iih; • v 
tile. — it reached the captive Henry , and lie paused in pray; : 
reached the ruthless Friar, and he gave the Mini to liie linrb: . 
his shoulder; it reached the Pries* as he colored, mimo^•’■" ''■■■ 

Church of Hadley. And the bell, changing its note into . *■’ 
ami sweeter chimn, invited the li\!>. .ivnare lor dea'h, ' 

the soul rise above the cruelty, and the falsehood, ■■ fin* 

pleasure and the pomp, and the wisdom and the glory t ' 'So* 
world! And suddenly, as the chime ceased, there was b >»n! 
from the eminence hard by, a shriek of agony — a female -In i'h 
drowned by the roar of a bombard in »hc held below 

On pressed the Yorkists through the pass forced to- \lv > 1 ., 
“Yield, thee, stout fellow,” said the bold trader “> *U'r ■ 
whose dogged energy, resembling bis ow n, moved his admiration, 
aud in whom, by the aecent in which Robin called bis men, he 
recognised a north countryman; — “Yield, .and I will see that thou 
gocst safe in life and lintb — look round — yc are beaten.” 

“Fool!” answered ifilyard, setting his teeth — “the People 
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are never beaten! ” And as the words left his lips, the shot from’ 
• he re-charged hninburd shattered him piecemeal. 

“Onlfor London, and the Crowu!” cried Alwyn — “th 
Citizens are the People!” 

At this time* through the general crowd of the Yorkists, Rat 
■■lifiV and Lovel, at the head of their appointed kijights, gallope 
foewatd to accomplish their crowning mission. 

Behind the eolunui which still commemorates “the grea 
that day, stretches now a trilateral patch of paslur 
l.md . winch faces a small house. At that time this space wa 
lores! ground, and where now, in the hedge, rise two sina. 
i s pcs of the diminutive offspring of our niggard and ignohl 
. '-I* 1011 , rofee then two huge oaks, coeval with the warriors «. 

ci. N f , , Conquest. They grew close together, yet, thoug 
• is interlaced — though their branches mingled, one ha 
■ n nourishment from the other. They stood, equal i 
•! grandeur, the twin giants of the wood. Before thes 
- -.e ample trunks protected them from the falchions i 

,l i Warwick and Montagu took their last post. In fron 

1 • "rally, mounds of the slain, whether of foe or friend; fu 
■ • ■ • i.i to in■ ia-: had gathered the brunt of war, and the 

1 . ■■■'\, almost solitary in Valour’s sublime despair, ninids 

. o< battle, and ueainst the irresistible march of Fair 
• -nic they had gained this spot, and the •vulgar assailant 
, it 1 iving the bodies of the Dead their last defence froi 
. ;y turned their visors to each other, as for one laics 

. . e.uih. 

• i.-y me, Richard!” said Montagu — “forgive me th 
di ■ . !• id I not so blindly believed in Clarence’s fatal ordet 

•to* nin i’d -.ard had ncjcr passed alive through the pass c 
Pmdflr.nl. , 

‘iiijim; not thyself,” replied Warwick. “We are but th 
instruments of a wiser Will. God assoil thee, brother mine 
We leave this world to tyranny and vice. Christ receive ou 
souls! ” 

For a moment their hands clasped, and then all was grit 

silence. 
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Wide and far, behind and before, in llie gleam of the sun, 
stretched the victorious armament, and llint breathing pause 
sufliced to show the. grandeur of llieir resistance — the grandest of 
all specifies, even in its hopeless extremity — the dcliaure of 
brave hearts to the brute force of the Many. V-’dicre they s-'ood 
tliey were visibly to thousands, hut not a man stirred against them. 
The .i.eniory of Warwick's past achievements — - the conscious¬ 
ness of his feats that day — all the splendour of his fortunes and 
his name, made the mean fear to strike, and the brave ashamed 
to murder. The gallant M’Linrourl sprung from his steed, and 
advanced to the spot. His followers did the same. 

“Yield, my lords- yield! Ye have done all that men could 
do.” 

“Yield, Montagu,” whispered Warwick. “Kdward can harm 
not thee. Life has sweets ; so they say , at least.”* 

“ Not with power and glory gone. Wo \ ield not, Sir Knight,” 
answered the Marquis, in a calm tone. 

“Then die ! and make room for the new men whom ye so ha« e 
scorned! ” exclaimed a tierce voice; and KnlclilTc, who had neared 
the spot, dismounted, and hallooed on his bloodhounds. 

Seven points might the. shadow have traversed on the dial, and 
before Warwick's axe, and Montagu's sword, seven souls bad 
gone to judgment. In that brief crisis, amidst the general torpor 
and stupefaction and awe of the bystanders , round one little spot 
centered still a war. 

Hill numbers rushed on numbers, as the fury of conflict urged 
on the lukewarm; Montagu was beaten to his knee— Warwick 
covered h!m with his body — a hundred axes resounded on the 
Karl's stooping casque - a hundred blades gleamed round the 
joints of his harness: — a simultaneous cry was heard : — over the 
mounds of the slain, through the press into the shadow of tin- 
oaks, dashed Gloucester's charger. The conflict had ceased - 
the executioners stood mule in a half-circle. Side by side, axe 
®ml sword still griped in their iron hands, lay Montagu and 
’Warwick. 

The young Duke, his visor raised, contemplated the fallen 
foes in silence. Then dismounting, lie unbraced with his own 
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li.tud the Karl’s helmet. llcvncu for a moment*l>y tlic air, 
hero’s eves unclosed, his lips inoM’d, he raised, with a feeble 
etlbrl, #ie gory battle-axe, and the armed crowd recoiled ill 
terror. Itul the Karl’s soul, dimly conscious , and*#{>aiit*to part, 
had escaped from that scene of strife — its later thnftghts of wrath 
and vengeance — to more gentle memories, to such memories as 
fade the last from true and manly hearts ! 

“Wife! child !” murmured the Karl, indistinctly. “Xnne — 
Aline ! — Dear ones, God comfort ye ! ” And with these words the. 
breath went the head fell heavily on its mother earth the face, 
set, calm and uudistdrled, as the face of a soldier should he, when 
a In.no death has been worthy of a brave life;. 

“So," muttered the dark a fid musing I’rinee, unconscious of 
the throng; “so perishes the Karo of Iron! J.ow lies the last 
Karon who could control tin 1 throne and command the people. The 
Age of t-uieo expires with knighthood and deeds of arms. And 
over this ilead {{real loan I see the New Gyde dawn, llanpy, 
lienecf' rlh, he who can plot, and scheme, and fawn, and smile!” 
Wilkin,; with a start, from his reverie, the splendid dissimulator 
said, as in sad reproof —- “ Ye have been oxerhasty, knights and 
gentlemen, ’flu* House of York is mighty enough to have spared 
such mdde foes. Sound trumpets ! Tall in file! Way, there — 
way! King Kdwurd comes! Long live the King!” 


VII. 


Tlic Iasi pilgiims in (lie long procession to the common lionrue. 

Tiik King and his royal brothers, immediately after'lhe victory, 
rode hack to London to announce their triumph. The fool soldiers 
still stayed behind to rocruft themselves after the sore fatigue ; and 
towards the eminence by Hadley Church, the pcasants^iud villagers 
of the district had pressed in awe and in wonder; for on that spot 
had Henry i.now sadly led back to a prison , never again to unclose 
to his living form) stood to watch the destruction of the host 
gathered in his name — and to that spot the corpses of Warwick 
and ."Montagu vvcrc removed, while a bier was prepared to convey 
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yncir remains IA London* — and on that spot had the renowned 
Friar conjured the mists — exorcised the enchanted guns — and 
defeated the horrible machinations of the Lancastrian wiinrd. 

And tawVvds the spot, and through the crowd, a young Yorkist 
captain prissfcd with a prisoner he had captured., and whom he 
was leading to the lent of the Lord ffastings, the only one of the 
command'*rs from whom mercy might be hoped, and who had 
tarried behind tho King and his royal brothers to make prepara¬ 
tions for the removal of the mighty dead. 

“ Keep close to me, Sir Marmaduke,” said the Yorkist; “we 
must look to Hastings to appease the King;' and, il lie hope not 
*e '">ur pardon, he may, at least, after such a victory, aid 
one ’!><■ i ;lj 

“Care not for me, Alwyn,” said the Knight; “when Somer¬ 
set was deaf, save to his own fears, — I came back to die by my 
chieftain’s side, alas, too late — too late! Belter how death than 
life! What kin, kith, ambition, love, were to other men , was 
Lord Warwick's smile to me ! ” 

Alwyn kindly respected his prisoner’s honest emotion, and 
look advantage of it to lead him away from the spot where he saw* 
knights and warriors thickest grouped, in soldier-like awe and 
sadness, round the Hero-Brothers. He pushed through a humbler 
crowd of peasants, and citizens, and women with babes at their 
breast; and suddenly, saw a troop of timbrel women dancing 
round a leafless tree, and chanting some wild, but mirthful and 
joyous doggerel. 

“ Wh at obscene and ill-seasoned revelry is this?” said the 
Trader, to a gaping yeoman. 

* The bodies of Montagu and the Karl wen* exhibited bare-headed 
at St. Paul’s Yhnreli for three days, “dry. no pretences of theii being 
alive might itir up an;/ rebellion afterward !" they were then earned 
down to the 1’riory of lfisham, in Berkshire, where, among their an¬ 
cestors liy the mother's side, (the Karls of Salisbury.) tin* two nnipiicl 
brothers rest in one tomb." "The large river of their blood, divided 
now into many streams, runs so small (hey arc hardly observed as they 
flow by.”-]- — Sic transit gloria imindi! 

t llahington's Life of Kdward IV., one of the most etoipieul mal¬ 
positions in the language, though incorrect as a history. 
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• “They are but dancing, poof girls, round thowickcd Wizard 
whom Friar Hungey caused to bo strangled, — and his witch 
daughter.” -v 

A dull foreboding seized upon Alwyn; he d<>^l forward, 
scattering peasant and tynibcstere, with his yet ^Moody sword. 
Hi* feet slumbTed against some broken fragments; it was the poor 
. ICiircka, shattered, at last, for the sake of the diamonn S.^Vahielcss 
to the great Friar, since the science of the ownnr could not pass to 
his executioner— valueless, the mechanism and the invention, 
the labour and the genius, hut the superstition, and the folly, and 
the delusion, had their value, and the imposter who destroyed the 
engine clutched the jewel! 

From the leafless tree was suspended the dead body of a man; 
beneath, lay a female, dead too; but whether by the hand of .Man 
or the ni«*rcy»of Heaven there was no sign to tell. Scholar and 
child, knowledge and innocence, alike were cold; the grim Age 
had devoured them as it devours ever those before, as behind , its 
march —and confounds, in one common doom, the too guileless 
ai^l the. too wise! 

“Why crowd vc thus, knaves?” said a commanding voice. 

“Ila, Lord Hastings! —approach! — Behold!" exclaimed 
Alwvn. 

“Ila-ha!” shouted Graul, as she led her sisters from the 
spot, wheeling, and screaming, and tossing uy their timbrels — 
“lla! the witch and her lover! — fla — ha! Foul js fair! - 
Ha ha! Witchcraft and Death go together, as thou mayst learn 
at the last, sleek wooer.” 

And, poradxenlure, when, long years afterwards, accusations 
of witchcraft, wanlonness, and treason, resounded in the ears 
of Hastings, and, at the signal of Gloucester, rushed in the 
armed domiisiueii, those (Tminous words echoed hack upon his 
soul! ’ 

At that very hour the gates of the Tower were thrown open to 
the multitude. Fresh from his victory, Kdward and his brothers 
had gone to render thanksghings atSt. Paul's, (they were devout— 
those three Plantagenets!) thence to Baynard's Castle, to escort 
the Queen and her children once more to the Tower. And, how. 
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me sound of trumpets stilled the joyous uproar of tin* multitude, 
for, in tin' balcony of the easement that looked toward*, the rhapel, 
the herald • had just announced that Kimr Edward won. Id show 
liimsel'i lo‘ f«\ People. On every ineli of the eourt-yard, climbing 
up wall and .palisade, soldier, citizen, thief, harlot, — age, 
childhood, ,r>l the various conditions and epochs ol multiform life, 
swayed, ob.ng, murmured, moved, jostled, trampled; — the 
beings of the little Hour! 

High from the battlements against the westering beam iloated 
Kdward’s cnm|ucring Hag a Sun shining to tin* Sun. Again, 
and a third time, rang the trumpets, and on the balcony, his 
crown upon his head, but his form stiil sheathed in armour, 
stood the Kins. What mattered to the crowd his falseness and 
his perlidv his licentiousness and cruelty? AP vices ever vanish 
in success! Jlurrah for King l!d ward! Tim M v ' ok tiii: Auk 
suited the Age, had valour for its war and cunning for its peace, 
and the sympathy of the Age was with him! 'So there stood the 
King; — at bis right hand, Kli/abeth. with her infant boy (the 
heir of Kurland) in her arms, — the proud face of the IMichyss 
seen over the Oueen’s shoulder. Ity Kli/aheth's side was the Ilnke 
of (iloueester, leaning on his sword, and at the left of Edward, 
the perjured (,‘Iarenee bowed his fair head to the joyous throng! 
At the sight of the victorious King, of the lovely Oueen, and, 
above all, of the young male heir, who promised length of days 
to the line of York, the crowd hurst forth vvilli a hearty cry — 
“Long live the King and the King’s son!” Mechanically Eli/a- 
helh turned her moistened eyes from Edward to Kdward’s brother, 
and suddenly, as with a mother’s prophetic instinct, clasped her 
infant closer to her bosom, when she caiiirht the glittering and 
fatal eye of Richard Duke of (Homester (York’s young hero of the 
day, Warwick’s grim avenger in the future,) lived upon that, 
harmless life -- the only life, save the despised and powerless 
C.larcncr, whose destiny it needed no wisdom to foresee, — which 
stood between the ambition of a ruthless intellect ami the heritage 
of the. Knglisli throne! 


TIIE END. 





